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Dedication 

Men are born but once; they have one life to live. 
What matters it if one tires? Time can never be recalled. 

We dedicate this issue to each boy who, by his untiring 
effort and zeal, has added to the honor of Montgomery Bell 
Academy; 

To those who gave their all to any cause; 

To the football team that fought for M. B. A. ; 

To the basketball team that played its game with all 
the determination inspired by the love of school and duty, 
attaining an honor long wished for by us all; 

To the baseba-l team that gave its level best; 

To the literary societies that struggled no less valiant- 
ly in their sphere ; 

To all who through persistent effort and high ambi- 
tion have attained honor in their studies. 

To the men that do — 

These we shall never forget ! 
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The Elixir 

It was queer, all very queer, this place he had been 
shown into, with its shelves upon shelves of books and 
curios, scientific charts and apparatus laid around in a way 
which seemed utterly confused to Tom Harris. 

He had just gotten out of school the week before, and 
he had been looking for a job. That morning he had read 
an “ad” in a newspaper, “Wanted — A young man who can 
devote a great deal of his time to his work. Apply 3263 
Montrose avenue.” Jobs were rather scarce, and so Tom 
had decided to take a chance. But out here in the suburbs, 
this old house set deep in its lawn, the quizzical look of the 
old gentleman who had answered his knock, and his curi- 
ous speech when he bade Tom to have a chair and wait 

well, it certainly was a rather unique place. There was no 
doubt about that. 

Tom had waited uneasily for perhaps half an hour, 
when the old gentleman returned dressed in the apron of 
a chemist. He seemed much put out over something, and 
he was grumbling to himself under his breath. 

At last he spoke, “Well, young man, so you have come 
for a job?” 

“Yes, sir. I saw your ‘ad’ in the paper.” 

“Ah, ah? Yes, that’s so. I did advertise for an assist- 
ant, didn’t I?” 
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An assistant! What could the man mean? 

Tom heard him speak again: “Well, how will one hun- 
dred dollars a month and your board suit you?” 

“What?” said Tom, scarcely believing what he heard. 
“That's awfully kind of you, sir, and it suits me just fine.” 

“Well, you go and get you some clothes and report here 
in the morning.” 

“Very well, sir,” Tom said. 

As soon as he had gotten away from the house he walk- 
ed down the street whistling blithely. This was no ordi- 
nary luck, to be sure. 

The next morning Tom reported as he had been told. 
The same old gentleman opened the door and took him in. 

“Now,” he said, “I must inform you of the nature of 
your occupation. I am, as you must know, a scientist, a 
chemical engineer, a bacteriological expert. I live in this 
house by myself. It is worth my while to keep my work 
secret. I shall require that you do not leave the house with- 
out my permission, and then only under such circumstances 
as I shall lay down — namely, that my confidence in you 
must not be betrayed, that you will never tell any one what 
you see here until I think it is safe. Now do you agree to 
this?” 

Tom had been listening, and as he listened his jaw had 
dropped and his eyes had opened wide. What was this any 
way — a chemical engineer, a scientist? 

“Well, sir, I agree ; but I must say this is far beyond my 
expectations.” 

The chemist laughed. “Come this way, please.” 

He led Tom through several rooms filled with different 
instruments and books, of which Tom had not the slightest 
knowledge, and at length they emerged into a large and 
spacious room within which were cases, instruments, chem- 
icals, tanks, apparatus, sand tables, and everything imagi- 
nable that could be of any use in a place like that was there. 

“Here,” said his companion, “is where we will work.” 

It was a glorious moment for Tom. Just think what 
he could learn here, what experiences he would have! 
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He was awakened from his reverie by a slight tap on 
the shoulder, and he turned to see the chemist gazing into 
a small glass case, the top of which was a powerful mag- 
nifying glass. He leaned over to look, and to his astonish- 
ment he saw myriads of small objects very like monkeys 
in shape, swarming over and in some porous substance in 
the case. 

A glow of satisfaction was on the chemist’s face. 
“Ah,” he said, “at last they are coming along. Soon I 
shall be the greatest man in the world !” 

Then suddenly he turned to Tom : “Look, my boy. Here 
you see what no one else has ever dreamed. These microbes 
are a virtual fountain of youth. By them human beings 
may live to an unlimited age. They will rejuvenate any 
case.” 

Tom stood stone still in surprise. Surely the man was 
crazy. Slowly a grin covered his face; then he broke into 
a laugh. 

Had he been struck with a thunderbolt, he could not 
have been more amazed at the change which came over the 
scientist. He turned to Tom livid with rage: 

“You will laugh, eh? Yes, you don’t believe it? That’s 
what they all said; they laughed, too. But I’ll show them. 
Laugh on. Damn them all for a bunch of dolts and idiots. 
I’ll show them.” 

Tom was taken aback by the first part of this outburst, 
but he saw that the last paii; was not directed toward him, 
and he felt much relieved. 

A week passed, and Tom was so engrossed in his new 
work that it hardly seemed a day. He saw things with his 
own eyes that he would before have sworn were impossible, 
and he learned much about chemistry from the casual ob- 
servations dropped by his employer during experiments. 
Every day the scientist would gaze into the little glass case 
and administer some solution to the porous substance, and 
from his high spirits Tom guessed that everything was 
progressing well. 
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At last on one morning the scientist awoke Tom, and 
anxious haste was on his face. 

“Hurry, ’’ he said, “we are going to town.’’ 

Tom jumped up and dressed. When he entered the lab- 
oratory he saw the chemist bending over the little glass 
case and putting something into a small tube. 

As Tom entered he straightened up and said, “Come 
on.” 

When they reached town the scientist said, “You may 
go now, but meet me here at six o’clock.” 

Tom spent the day in divers ways amusing himself, and 
at six o’clock he came to the rendezvouz. 

In a few minutes the professor appeared, and beckon- 
ing to Tom to follow, he made his way into a fashionable 
restaurant. They seated themselves at a table next to two 
elderly ladies and two elderly men. The professor ordered 
a supper, and they sat down to wait. Soon the waiter, who 
was tending the next table, was seen to be coming carrying 
a tray with four cups of coffee on it. 

The professor spoke sharply, “Waiter!” The man hesi- 
tated. “Waiter!” The man turned and came forward. 
“Get me a glass of water, quick now.” 

The man looked at the scientist’s face. He couldn’t 
help himself. He set the tray down and went for the wa- 
ter. 

“Now,” muttered the chemist, and drawing a small 
tube from his pocket he deposited a small piece of matter 
in one of the cups of coffee. 

The waiter came back and received a twenty-five-cent 
tip. He picked up the tray and moved on to the next table. 

The professor never spoke. He ate in silence, looking 
up now and then at the quartet at the next table. 

Slowly, imperceptibly, one of the old ladies began to 
straighten up, a gentle flush overspread her cheeks, and she 
began to talk more glibly. Soon the attention of the peo- 
ple in their immediate vicinity was attracted to her, and 
the consternation on her friends’ faces was plainly appar- 
ent. 
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Gradually her enthusiasm heightened, and at last she 
jumped from her chair and began to skip about the hall 
singing, “Hail, hail, the gang’s all here!” People began 
to titter, some laughed outright. The old lady was having 
, the time of her life. She began to flirt with the cashier ; 

!■> she took a cigar from the counter and lit it. The crowd in 

the restaurant was dense, and in the middle the old lady in 
the full vigor of youth was attempting handsprings and 
acrobatics. 

Undecided as to what to do, Tom turned to the pro- 
fessor. He was gone. He was never heard of again. 

John A. Ball, ’ 24 . 


A Merited Reward 

A young man wended his way among the piles of steel 
and iron of the C. & N. Railroad. He was headed for the 
group of red lights which shone forth from the darkness 
like dragon eyes. Jimmie Murphy was night operator at 
Tower 8-G. Tower 8-G combined the office of the Travel- 
ers’ E.xpress Company with the operator’s room. Only a 
thin partition separated the two. Formerly there had been 
' no partition, but since the C. & N., which was the leader in 
new experiments, had installed loud-speakers in place of 
head-phones, for operators, it was necessary that the voices 
of those in the office should not mix with those of the 
despatchers. As he took his seat in the swivel chair before 
the loud-speaker, the headquarters bell rang. 

“J S,’’ he replied into the mouth-piece. (J S were his 
call letters). 

“W A S talking’’ (this was the Chief Despa tcher’s 
office). “Message for operator Tower 8-G.” Here there 
was a pause. 

“You have,” continued the voice, in a slow, distinct 
drawl, “under your protection the pay-roll money for 
Nashton Shops. Use every precaution to keep this money 
safe. Signature ‘W A S.’ That’s all.” 
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Jimmie Murphy leaned back in the chair. The thought 
that there was so much money under his care in the safe 
made him uncomfortable. What would he do if — . The 
thought disturbed him. Drawing a .38 calibre revolver 
from the drawer he placed it within easy reach of his hand. 
Not two hundred yards away he could see the flare of 
torches in the Nashton round-house. 

It was two o'clock. Fast Passenger No. 91, south, was 
due in a few minutes. Jimmie set the blocks at “clear." 
He had just finished when the door flew open and three 
half-masked men appeared, each with a gun. 

“Stick 'em up, buddy," one said, who was obviously the 
leader. 

Jimmie started to reach for his gun. But what was the 
use? Three against one. 

“Tie him up and throw him in the next room." 

Just then “91" roared by. The men crouched low. All 
three held their guns leveled at Murphy. He was com- 
manded to lower the boards to red. 

Sooner than he thought was possible, he found himself 
bound hand and foot. Two of the robbers grasped him 
roughly and pitched him headlong into the next room. His 
head struck something sharp, which momentarily dazed 
him. It was the leg of a desk. He hoped it was the right ' 
desk. A moment before a feeling of utter despair was on 
him. Now his head became clear and he could think. He 
could hear the grind of a drill. If he was to get loose, now 
was the time while they were drilling. With all his strength 
he tried to loosen his hands. It was no use, and he fell back 
exhausted. Regaining his strength he decided to try a dif- 
ferent method. By taking his time and going easy he suc- 
ceeded in loosening one hand just a little. 

Presently he had it free. Hurrying as fast as he could 
he tried to free his feet and other arm. After a few min- 
utes of frantic effort he decided that it was useless. Noth- 
ing but a knife could cut those bonds, and he had no knife. 
He must try different tactics. Reaching up he connected 
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the manager’s telephone with the Round-house and drew 
himself up. 

‘‘Send help to Tower 8-G,” he spoke into the mouth- 
piece, and dropped with a thud to the floor. The robbers 
evidently heard him, for one appeared in the doorway and 
flashed his light. Jimmie did not know whether the man 
saw the movement of his hand or not. He apparently did 
not. 

“Hes’ all right,” he said to the others, “just wriggling 
around.” 

Jimmie was not sure that the Engine Despatcher at the 
round-house heard him. 

Well, he would take a chance. He connected the tele- 
phone with the loud-speaker in the next room. Just then 
a muffled roar told him that the safe was open. Now was 
the time to act. 

“Hold still or everyone of you will be full of holes,” he 
heard his voice say. 

He was just in time, for he could hear the soft thud of 
the bundles of money falling to the floor and imagined he 
could see hands reach for the ceiling. 

What was he to do now? What seemed to him centuries 
of time ended with the bursting into the room of seven men 
clad in grimy overalls, their faces blackened with soot and 
grease. 

The tension relieved, Jimmie Murphy felt as though he 
was floating through space. 

The next day Jimmie was summoned to the office of the 
Division Superintendent. 

“My boy,” he said, “I cannot speak too highly of your 
conduct last night, and as a reward I am going to give 
you the position you have wanted so long.” 

Jimmie gasped. Why, he hadn’t told a soul. 

The old man spoke and a light came into his eyes. 

“Mary, my daughter, told me. You can stop in the next 
room as you go” — . A door slammed — 

“Out,” he finished. 

J. C. Rea, ’24. 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


13 


Bull 


Chief Heap-Much-Bull stepped out before the tribe, 

His warriors and young bucks to advise 
That he who brought the largest bison horns, 

Would ^vin his daughter Moon-Face as the prize. 

Now much commotion stirred among the throng. 

For Moon-Face was ‘‘some baby,'’ as you know. 

Young Swallow-Tail, who wished her for a wife. 

Now saw a goodly chance to make her so. 

Now Swallow-Tail that early Spring had seen 
A pair of horns, with buffalo attached 
To roam the sunny meadows by the banks 
Of the great sacred river. Snicker Snatched. 

So joyously he sallied forth to hunt. 

For he alone knew where this bull did roam. 

Whose horns for him who found them first would bring 
A lovely wife and happy “Home Sweet Home." 

He traveled all that day, and when at night 
He reached the sacred river, pitched his camp. 

To wait the tedious dawning of the day. 

The pale moon overhead his only lamp. 

A pound of salt he had within his pack. 

Which he had hung upon a limb nearby. 

For fear some animal might pass that way. 

And hungry, his nice home-cooked dinner spy. 

He rolled up in a hide beneath a tree. 

And soon a blissful sleep with visions bright 
Of tender Moon-Face and papooses gay. 

Descended on him with a keen delight. 
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But suddenly he leaps up from the ground, 

‘‘Ye gods, alas, what row besets me here? 

These roars and bellows compass me around 
And truly are most painful to the ear/’ 

He looks around and suddenly he sees 
A bison bull with horns of tragic size. 

Who paws the ground and shakes his wicked head. 

And fills the air with most discordant cries. 

Brave Swallow-Tail flew up into a tree. 

For “Safety First” his motto always stood. 

And cast his trembling glance toward the bull. 

Then prayed that he might quickly leave the wood. 

Then all at once the mighty racket ceased. 

And Swallow-Tail’s false courage came on deck. 
Investigation showed the luckless bull 
In quest of salt had gone and broke his neck. 

Now Swallow-Tail, an aged man, still tells 
The story of the horns of Titan size. 

And how he killed the bull in combat fierce. 

And won the princess Moon-Face as the prize. 

John Ball, ’24. 


An Adventure with Louisville Lou 

Otis Jackson Brown, called by his friends “Otus,” after 
having made a quick departure from Nashville, crawled out 
of an empty box car as the train slowed up on the outskirts 
of Louisville. Of all the cities of the North, Otis knew per- 
haps less about Louisvile than any of them. All he knew 
about the city was that Louisville Lou, of the well known 
Blues, must live there. 

He was hatless and still dressed in that dress suit in 
which he had attended a dance just before his exit, and 
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upon searching his pockets he found that he had the large 
sum of thirty-seven cents with which to face a dark world. 
‘'Gee, Lady Luck, whar at is you now?'^ he said dejectedly. 

‘T guess I better git me a job.” With that unhappy 
thought on his mind he walked to the nearest likely looking 
house and knocked at the back door. It was opened by the 
cook, who was a large imposing-looking creature. 

“Whut you want, nigger?” she asked none too kindly. 

‘Ts yo’ Mistress in?” Otis managed to gulp. As you 
know already, Otis was an extremely fearful creature. 

“Sho, whut you want wif her?” 

“Fse lookin' fur a job.” 

“Kin yo' drive a car?” 

“Sho, I drove a car before me eyes wuz hardly open.” 

“Wait, an' I see ef my mistress will take you.” With 
that she disappeared into the house. While she was gone 
he was surprised to see a swell maid walk into the kitchen. 
He was immediately taken up with her, and coughed to 
attract her attention. “Good mawnin,” he said. She looked 
around quickly and saw him standing in the doorway. She 
thought he was a good looking negro, but not to be out- 
done she answered, “How cum you to speak to me when 
yo' don't eben know me?” 

“Dat's jest one ob de pleasures dat I missed till now.” 

“Well, I’se a highbrow nigger, an' I don't colaborate 
wif no lobrow niggers till I'se properly interduced.” With 
that she walked out, leaving him staring at the door across 
the kitchen swinging back and forth. He was aroused 
from his happy thoughts by the approach of the mistress 
of the house, who asked, “You say that you can drive any 
make car. Can you drive a Cadillac?” 

“Yes, ma'am,” he answered respectfully. 

“All right, I will hire you at fifty dollars a month, and 
you will find your room up above the garage. You will also 
find a uniform there; put it on, and when you hear your 
X>hone ring, answer it. That's all. Go and put on your 
uniform and bring the car around to the side entrance in 
half an hour.” 
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Otis, hardly believing his good luck, walked down the 
concrete walk to the garage, and upon opening the doors 
the light fell on a new and very beautiful car. It astounded 
him to such an extent that he gazed at it for some time. 

“Good mawnin,’ Miss Auto; I’se yo’ new chauffeur.” 
Then climbing the stairs he found a well furnished room 
and a wardrobe full of clothes, including uniforms and 
street clothes. His mistress had just recently moved to the 
swell house and bought this car, and he was the first chauf- 
feur to enjoy these things. 

He dressed quickly and went down and slipped under 
the wheel of the car and stepped on the starter. She 
answered immediately with a soft purr that denoted power. 
Then slipping the car into first he fed the gas slowly and 
the car glided out of the garage. Now, Otis might be a 
coward, but he was an expert driver and he brought the 
car to a stop at the side entrance and jumped out to open 
the door for his mistress. 

Everything went well for a few days and he and the 
maid had become friendly. But as women have caused the 
downfall of kingdoms, it is not hard for them to cause one 
man to fall. 

Otis and the maid were sitting on a bench by the garage 
when she said, 

“Otis, does yo’ like me?” 

“’Cose I likes you, honey,” he answered. 

“Den le’s steal dat car out tonight and go joy ridin’.” 

“Naw, sir; I’se got a respectable job and I don’ intend 
to lose it no time soon.” 

“Aw, please ! We cud ride out de pike to de Pig Stand 
and den ride back, and de mistress will never find out.” 

“Naw, I’se ’fraid to.” 

“Nigger, yo’ is de most insignificant thing dat I ever 
saw. You is ’fraid of yo’ shadder.” 

“Aw’ right, come on!” 

Thus goaded on by a woman’s tongue, he backed the car 
silently out of the garage unheard by the rest of the ser- 
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vants. His mistress and her husband were called for an 
hour ago by another car. 

As they got out on the outskirts of the city she snuggled 
closer to him. 

“Otis, yo’ sho is a good driver.” 

“Honey, I drives anything, from a nail to a battleship, 
includin’ cows.” 

They drove on in blissful silence for a few miles, when 
suddenly Otis stopped and began to turn around. 

“I specs we better be gittin’ back.” 

“Well, but I’se tired uv dis road; le’s turn off at the 
next road and we \vill go back that way.” 

“Yo ’sure yo’ know de way?” 

“I don’t know nothin’ else.” 

He turned off at the next road, but instead of turning 
again to the left as he should have, he kept straight on 
and got farther and farther away from the city. Pretty 
soon they got off of the main road and the car became mired 
in mud. Otis tried in vain to get it out by backing up and 
then starting forward. On top of all of his trouble his gas 
gave out. 

“Gosh, what at is us now?” 

“I don’ know, and you hadn’t no bizness to bring me out 
here. I tried to get you not to take this car,” she wailed. 

“Yo’ know that yo’ persuaded me to take dis car out.” 

“I did not, and I hope I never see yo’ agin.” 

“Gosh, Lady Luck done lef’ me now, and Miss Fortune 
am ridin’ close on my heels.” 

A car was coming in sight and Otis looked at it with 
joy* It looked like a possible means out of the predicament 
in which he found himself. 

As the car came up it proved to be a Ford. Otis jumped 
out and hailed its lone occupant. 

“Say, brudder, I’se in trouble. Kin yo’ pull me out?” 

“Sho, I guess I kin.” With that he crawled out over 
the side of the car and glanced at the colored girl in the 
front seat. As luck would have it, Otis had left the dash 
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light on and it illuminated distinctly the features of the 
maid. 

“Hullo, Lou,'* the unknown driver accosted her. He was 
an old flame of Lou's. 

“Hullo, Don! I sho is glad to see yo'. Dis no 'count, 
good fer nothin' nigger done brung me out here and got 
us stuck. Will yo' carry me back to town?" 

“Sho, I will. Come on and get in.'’ She quickly changed 
cars and they were about to drive off when the stupid Otis 
came to life. 

“Say, brudder, yo' surely ain't gwine to leave me stuck, 
are yo'?" 

“I sho is, and whut's more, I'se gwine to see you per- 
sonel about bringing my gal way out here." With that he 
drove off. 

Otis walked to the nearest house and telephoned to a 
garage to send out some gasoline and a car to pull him out. 

While waiting for the assistance of the service car, he 
addressed himself gloomily. 

“S'pose my mistress has me 'rested fur stealin' dis car. 
If it hadn't teen fur dat nigger gal. I’d be at home now." 

His thoughts were interrupted by the approach of the 
service car. His gas tank was filled and he was pulled out 
onto a good road. The driver of the car presented his bill. 

“Twenty-five dollars! Squealin' tripe, man, I ain't got 
but fo' bits." 

“Sign the name of your boss to the ticket." 

Otis signed his mistress' name, and after asking direc- 
tions to town, he started out. He began thinking about 
what he was going to do when he got back. He could pic- 
ture a very wrathful mistress, several cops and a patrol 
wagon waiting for him. His thoughts were interrupted. 
His lights shone on a car lying on its side in a ditch. As 
he approached he saw a man crawl out, and as he came to 
a stop and jumped out he saw that the car, a closed one, 
contained other people. 
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‘‘Give me some help here!’^ the man addressed him. 
Otis recognized that voice instantly — it was his mistress’ 
husband. 

“Lady Luck, come, save me now !” he prayed. 

He and the man removed a door and the other occupants 
crawled out unhurt, but badly bruised and shaken up. His 
mistress came out last. 

“Good gracious, Otis! How come you out here? But 
never mind, I am certainly glad to see you,” she added. 

‘Come on, folks, this is my car and my chauffeur,” said 
his mistress’ husband. They all got in and were driven 
home. 

The next day the garage phone rang just as Otis was 
packing up his few belongings to leave. His mistress’ voice 
said : 

“Come up to the kitchen, I want to see you.” 

He was afraid to go, and afraid not to, so he flipped a 
coin and it decided that he should go and take the con- 
sequences. 

“Gosh, Lady Luck, won’t yo’ please come back,” he said 
mournfully. 

He walked with slow steps to the kitchen and made up 
his answer as he went. 

“How came you to be out in the country at that time 
of the night?” she asked. 

“I had a hunch that yo’ all wuz goin’ to have trubble.” 
With that starter he told her about getting stalled and 
everything. 

“Well, as your hunch was followed so carefully, here is 
a small bill for you. That^s all.” 

He gazed at the bill. 

“Ten dollars! Gosh, Lady Luck! Whar has yo’ been 
all dis time?” 

Paul Sykes, ’24. 


I 
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Buckwheat’s Vengeance 

Discord had broken out afresh when ‘The Sunshine 
Exposition Shows’" reached the small town of West Point. 
It had been smouldering and smoking for some time, but 
had now broken out in an unquenchable flame. There were 
different points of view as to the cause of the trouble. Some 
said it was due to the extremely hot weather, which was 
enough to try men’s souls — or women’s, for that matter. 
Others said it was due to the fact that the “Ghost had not 
walked,” which is slang in the show world for the small 
matter of receiving one’s pay check at the end of the month. 

But the real cause of the trouble was none of these. 
The real source of the trouble was the numerous clashes 
between “Buckwheat” Walters and “Live Wire” McGinnis. 
The aforementioned Mr. Walters was the chief cook and 
bottle-washer of the hot dog stand, while Mr. McGinnis 
was better known to show-goers as “The Great Sparkski,” 
the only human live wire in captivity. In other words, he 
was supposed to have so much in common with electricity 
that he could accommodate twenty-two hundred volts easily 
— which may be believed or not. 

The cause of these numerous clashes between the two 
gentlemen was one fair lady, Nancy McGuire, better known 
to the general public as “Hulalu, the Charming Snake 
Charmer.” Now, Miss Nancy was some charmer, both of 
snakes and men, as “Buckwheat” or “Live Wire” could 
testify. At first she had shown little preference between 
the two. But lately she had shown a decided preference 
toward “Live Wire,” as the man of her choice, and thus 
had occurred the first clash. 

It had come about as follows : One Wednesday night 
when the show was about over “Live Wire” had made a 
call on Hulalu. “Buckwheat” had the same intentions at 
the same time. So it happened that they met at the en- 
trance to her tent. 
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“What may you be doing here at this time of night?” 
caustically enquired “Buckwheat.” 

“The same to you, and more of it,” chestily replied 
“Live Wire,” “and what business is it of yours if I am 
here?” 

“I’ll make it some of my business,” shrieked “Buck- 
wheat.” 

“Well, start makin’,” returned “Live Wire,” “and to 
show my brotherly love for you I’ll give you the makin’s,” 
and he forthwith pulled out a sack of “Bull Durham” and 
papers. 

“None of your foolishness, you fake dry cell,” retorted 
“Buckwheat,” knocking the tobacco and papers out of “Live 
Wire’s” hands. 

This precipitated a short struggle which was ended by 
other Showmen interfering. 

“I’ll knock you so far J;hat when you come back your 
clothes will be out of style,” shrieked “Buckwheat.” 

“And I’ll knock you so far that it will take a dollar’s 
worth of stamps to send you a letter,” returned “Live 
Wire,” fuming. 

“Buckwheat” was by this time frothing at the mouth. 

“Live Wire” suddenly broke loose and hit “Buckwheat” 
so hard on his protruding “Adam’s Apple” that cider 
gushed forth on the ground. 

“Buckwheat” broke loose and started running. 

And so things had continued from bad to woi'se. “Live 
Wire” and “Buckwheat” studiously avoided each other. 
But there was bound to be another meeting. It happened 
on a Sunday morning. There had been quite a wind the 
night before and the dining tent had been blown down 
and everyone had to eat at “Buckwheat’s” stand. Sud- 
denly “Buckwheat” turned around and there was “Live 
Wire” sitting on a stool. 

“Well, what do you want?” bellowed “Buckwheat.” 

“I’ll take some chile con came, with that temper of 
yours left out,” meekly replied “Live Wire.” 
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“Don’t get sassy with me,” replied “Buckwheat” bravely 
from behind his counter. “Don’t you know I’m bad? Why, 
where I come from they call me ‘Wild Bill.’ ” 

“Well, if you don’t give me some service, you'll be going 
to a place where you’ll be called ‘Sweet William,’ ” snapped 
back “Live Wire.” 

Everyone hollered and taunted “Buckwheat.” 

“I’ll be even with that four-flushing cradle robber be- 
fore many days,” bragged “Buckwheat,” and departed. 

On Monday night a week later they were showing in 
the little town of West Point, mentioned above. The night 
was ideal. The moon was full and the stars seemed to shine 
their brightest. The country people had gathered for miles ^ 
around and the townspeople, with these folk, made a goodly 
crowd. All the shows were running full blast. Around 
the “Forty Niner” tent were numerous country lasses with 
their sunburned escorts. The motordome had also its pa- 
trons. The side shows were filled to overflowing. The 
fortune teller was making money right and left for herself 
and her customers — as she told them. The ferris wheel 
was occupied, and so was the Whip. The numerous booths 
where games of chance were in progress were reaping a 
rich harvest. It seemed as if everyone was happy, and the 
carnival spirit reigned. 

The Painted Lady had done her high dive. Around the 
booth of “Live Wire” there was an extraordinarily large 
crowd eagerly awaiting his evening performance. The 
town clock had just struck eight as “Live Wire” came 
slowly forward with an egotistic smile on his face. He 
made his usual harangue before beginning his performance. 
This ended, he took his seat in the “Death Chair” and was 
strapped in. He then ordered the current turned on. 

The result was astounding to the people who had seen 
a performance of the kind before. Instead of the usual 
sparks coming from the different points of contact on “Live 
Wire,” they suddenly saw him shrivel and shrink, and then 
a smell of burning flesh, scorched clothing, smgeing hair. 
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There was a look of horror on the face of '‘Live Wire/’ 
made ludicrous by the electricity. The attendant saw too 
late that something was wrong. He became flustered and 
failed to turn off the current immediately. When he did, 
“Live Wire” was a sight to behold. He looked like the 
rear end of a southbound winter. 

Immediately bedlam broke loose. People came running 
from all directions and crowded around the prostrate form 
of “Live Wire.” Show men and “rubes” pushed through 
this crowd and carried “Live Wire” to an oil tank, where 
they rubbed him with the oil. The result was more ludi- 
crous than ever. “Hulalu,” who had been looking on, shud- 
dered and turned away. 

“Buckwheat,” far across the country at the next station, 
smiled and said to himself, “Well, I am even with the fake 
and the snake girl, too.” 

Ben Shapiro, ’24. 


Yes, He Will Not Have a College 
Education 

Lucius Aloysius Smartt managed to graduate from high 
school, but it was no fault of his high-sounding front name. 
The blame rested on Lucius’ narrow shoulders. He did 
not graduate with high honors, and neither did he fini.sh 
at the bottom. He was just plain “middle class’’ both in 
social and intellectual matters. Lucius was just like any 
other ordinary American boy, in that he had nothing special 
in view when he finished high school. He had neither 
thoughts for the future nor regret for the past. 

As had been his habit — for boys are a bunch of habits, 
good or bad — for several years Lucius, upon the beginning 
of summer vacation, again took up the vocation of soda ' 
dispenser or slop-slinger in his father’s drug store. Here 
he came into contact with both the young and old in the 
town. He was considered a great favorite by the other 
young men of the town, for they often talked him into 
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forgetting that they had bought drinks or had him to 
charge them, which was the same as not paying at all. 

Thus it was behind the soda fount that a great light 
first broke upon Lucius. Late in June a young man of the 
town, one ‘‘Brick” Halliday, the son of the richest man, 
came in to buy an egg malted milk. Being served with this 
delicious concoction and having imbibed it, he began to 
talk. Lucius was a ready listener. “Brick” told him of 
the college to which he went, and some of his experiences, 
such as proms, ball games and other college activities. 
Lucius took all this in with wide ears and wider mouth, 
and then and there he decided he would attend college by 
hook or crook. The point which struck him most was that 
“Brick” had said not a word about books or study. This 
was exactly as he wanted it. 

Lucius always had Thursday night off. When six 
o’clock came he went straight home and no sooner had he 
entered the house than he heard his mother cry: 

“Lucius, Oh-h-h Lucius dear, I have such a surprise for 
you.” 

Lucius was not often a recipient of surprises, so he 
went at once to his mother and inquired, “What is the sur- 
prise, mother?” 

His mother replied, while wiping tears from her eyes 
with her apron, “your Great Uncle Lucius Haskins has 
just died in Battle Creek, Michigan, and left to me a 
legacy.” 

Lucius was all attention, for this was his first knowledge 
of such an uncle. 

“How much is the legacy,” was his first question. 

“Twenty-five hundred dollars,” replied Mrs. Smartt, 
still using her apron effectively, “and he left it to me be- 
cause I named you after him.” 

“And what are you going to do with it?” inquired 
Lucius, “are you going to buy that new dress you have been 
wanting so long, or give it to the church, or are you going 
to buy a new car? , 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


25 


Mrs. Smartt looked first at her son, then at her calico 
dress, and then at the faithful Lizzie parked out in front, 
as if trying to figure out the puzzle. She scratched her 
head and looked over her glasses and answered with all the 
austerity of an heiress, '‘Your father and I will decide that 
when he comes home.'' 

Lucius went at once to prepare his toilet, which was 
very simple on every other occasion except Thursday night, 
for this was prayer-meeting night and he always attended. 
At first he was undecided whether he would go this night, 
but finally decided he would, as his father did not get home 
from work before he would return, and he would still have 
a chance to find out about the disposal of the fortune. 

When he returned home he met his father at the front 
gate, but said nothing, as he wanted his mother to break 
the sad news to his father. This she did, jumbling out her 
words in an outbreak of tears : 

“Oh ! Joseph, I received such startling news today." 

“Well, was it bad news?" inquired Mr. Smartt, prepared 
to meet the worst, for he thought it would be a letter from 
some of Mirs. Smartt's numerous relatives informing her 
that they were going to make a visit for the summer. 

“No, Joseph, I have received both bad and good news," 
replied Mrs. Smartt. “My Great Uncle, Lucius Hoskiiy;, 
has just died and left me twenty-five hundred dollars." 

“Well, well," said Mr. Smartt, “this comes at the right 
time, for I am a little tight in business matters right now." 

“No, no, Joseph, dear, I am not going to let you have 
this money as I did what my father left me. You borrowed 
that and gave me a note for it and then slipped around and 
lost, or rather burned it. That's all you care for me or my 
dear dead father — " (tears.) 

Here Mrs. Smartt stopped quite out of breath, and 
besides she had to have a little cry, as was usual when she 
had come to words with her husband. 

“Well, now, Henrietta, are you going to establish a home 
for tailless cats with it?" jokingly enquried Mr. Smartt. 
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“Quit your wise cracking, Mr. Smartt; you are too 
smart, she answered. ‘T have an entirely different plan 
in view. 

“Well, don't let it choke you, snap it out." This from 
Mr. Smartt. 

“Now, now, Joseph dear, don't get mad. I am going 
to send Lucius to college with it," said Mrs. Smartt, rising 
to her full height of four feet nine inches short. 

“You know, Joseph," continued she, “Lucius has never 
done well at high school. I can't say whether it was because 
of his not studying or whether the poor child is not exactly 
bright — Lord save us from the last. I don't think that he 
has done what he should, neither do I think that he is such 
a great person as he thinks he is, or as we have been think- 
ing. But I hear that the atmosphere of college is very re- 
fining. I think it will help him, to live in this atmosphere 
a while." 

At this point Mr. Smartt started raving, saying that 
it would do Lucius no good to send him to college, and that 
hadn't he, Joseph B. Smartt, done without a college educa- 
tion, and hadn't he gotten along well, considering. 

Mrs. Smartt was firm, however, and persisted in her 
plan of sending Lucius to college. ^ 

Lucius had remained silent throughout. However, he 
was about to be overcome with joy, but succeeded in not 
showing it. Thus, as he thought of what “Brick" Halli- 
day had told him, he had realized his ambitions. 

Mr. Smartt finally gave up the struggle and retired. 
Lucius and Mrs. Smartt soon follo\ved and the house set- 
tled down to a calm after the storm. 

The next morning at the breakfast table the topic of 
conversation was resumed, but was soon broken by the 
ringing of the doorbell. Mrs. Smartt went to answer it. 
She came back holding an important looking letter in her 
hand and looking very gloomy. 

“Well, what is the matter," enquired Mr. Smartt, has 
another rich uncle died?" 

She silently handed him the letter and he read aloud : 
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“Mrs. Joseph B. Smartt. Dear Madam: — We are very 
sorry to advise you that the twenty-five hundred dollars 
left you by your uncle, Lucius Haskins, was in \vildcat oil 
stock. This is at present absolutely worthless. Will advise 
later. Respectfully, etc., etc.'" 

“Ha! Ha!'’ choked out Mr. Smartt, “there is another 
good business man gone wrong. Someone else besides me 
is not a good, shrewd financier.” 

Mrs. Smartt burst out crying, while Lucius looked as 
if he had seen the gates of Heaven suddenly closed in his 
face. 

“Haw! Haw!” roared Mr. Smartt, “our dear Lucius is 
not going to have the advantage of the rare college atmos- 
phere after all. That's hard on Lucius, but just think how 
hard it might have been on the college atmosphere.” 


Ben Shapiro, '24. 


Mistaken 



Bill Johnson climbed down off the Limited at Grand- 
view, where he intended to pass a few months of the rest 
between baseball seasons. He had rented a small cabin by 
the lake a short distance from the town, and here in this 
God-forsaken place he had to stay for two months or lose 
a thousand dollar bet. 

Bill Johnson was a ball player, a regular “Jack Keefe" 
in fact. He was to have his try in the majors the coming 
spring. He knew everything, was never wrong, and could 
do anything. At least he thought so. And as for being a 
ball player, he could never see how anyone could be any 
better than he. He wasn't conceited — he just was not quite 
all there. 

Walking up to the station agent he inquired the way to 
his cabin, then hired the only taxi there — a Ford — to drive 
him out. Dumping all of his excess baggage into it, off 
they drove amidst the wondering eyes of the village folk. 
Now, Grandview was not one of those down-in-the-rut 
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country towns. On the contrary, it was quite a thriving 
little place since oil had recently been discovered in its 
vicinity. Still, most of its inhabitants had not quite gotten 
out of the habit of meeting every train ; and all stood gaz- 
ing at this stranger dolled up to the height of fashion, as 
he alighted from the train and drove off in the taxi. No 
sooner had he gone than they all flocked around Sam Per- 
kins, the station agent, asking who he was. 

“Well,*’ said Sam, “he asked which was the way to the 
cabin that Bill Johnson has rented up by the lake. So I 
leckon he must be Bill Johnson.” 

It was not long until the whole village knew that Bill 
Johnson had arrived. There had been much expectation 
ever since he had written to rent the cabin; and now he 
was here there was more talk of who he was, and what 
he did for a living. Some had one idea, others had another ; 
but most of the younger generation supposed he must be 
Bill Johnson, the famous tennis player. They were sure 
of it when, a few days after his arrival, there appeared in 
a paper that Bill Johnson, the tennis player, was going 
camping to obtain a complete rest. That settled it. 

“I knew that’s who he was, from the start,” said Mar- 
gery Brent, pretty daughter of one of the rich oil men of 
the village. “Oh! wasn’t he good looking?” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” answered Dick Harris, who was 
crazy about Margery and who played a bit of tennis him- 
self. 

“You’re just jealous because we have a real tennis 
player here now,” returned Margery. 

“Who would get jealous of that thing, all dolled up like 
Astor’s pet pony? If you think he is good looking, then 
I—” 

“That’s all right,” interrupted Margery, for she loved 
to tease Dick. “I think so, and I’m going to meet him, if 
I have to fall in the lake and have him pull me out.” 

“You’d better make sure he can swim, first.” 

“Well, I can, can’t I?” she replied, as she left Dick 
standing there still mumbling to himself. 
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The next day, true to her word, she met Bill, causing 
herself to fall out of a canoe directly in front of his cabin. 
He had pulled the feigned drowning girl out of the water. 
Ah! he was a bird, he thought. But what was more, he 
had saved the prettiest girl he had ever seen. He fell 
hard for her. 

‘‘Oh, Mr. Johnson, how can I ever thank you!” said 
Margery, coming to. 

“Er-r, don’t mention it. How did you know my name?” 
he asked wonderingly. He thought he was completely un- 
known there. 

“Why, I have seen your picture lots of times, and I al- 
ways keep up with your games. Everybody knows you.” 

“Oh!” he stammered, too flattered for words, thinking 
she was talking of his baseball wares. 

“You know, Mr. Johnson, I would just love to see you 
play. Won’t you come down to the village sometime and 
play for us?” 

“What kind of a team have you got?” asked Bill. 

“Oh! we haven’t any regular team. You see, just a 
bunch of the boys play. I know they would love to have 
you come down and give them a few of the fine points of 
the game. And I would especially.” 

“Why, I would love to, Miss — ” 

“Brent, Margery Brent,” she put in. 

“I’m very glad to meet you, and I’ll be more than glad 
to play for you some time,” added Bill, still thinking she 
was referring to baseball. 

“Then I’ll come and drive you in some day,” returned 
Margery as she turned to leave, bidding him good-bye. 

Bill Johnson thought he had never had such a feeling 
before when he talked to a girl. He knew that he had never 
seen one so pretty. He would do an>i:hing she wished, if 
he could see her after. He would have his wish easier 
than he expected, for she had never before talked to a 
celebrity, as she thought, and she certainly did get a thrill 
out of it. She could sit and talk to him forever, she thought. 

That night Margery related her experience to her 
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crowd. All marvelled at her luck — all but Dick Harris. 
Dick still didnT believe that this fellow was the great tennis 
player. He was jealous of the way Margery had fallen for 
him, and thought that if he could beat Johnson in a match 
at tennis, he would be ace high in Margery^s affections 
again. 

“Well, if it's so that he will come down and play, Fm 
going to be the first to play him,'' said Dick. “I'll go out 
to-moirow and challenge h.‘m." 

“Hurrah for Dick!" came from the crowd. 

“You old dear," added Margery. “I'll go with you." 

Bright and early the next morning Margery and Dick 
arrived at Bill Johnson's camp. Bill was still all flushed 
up over finding himself so well known, and on meeting such 
a wonderful girl. He welcomed Margery with joy. She 
then introduced Dick, adding that he had come out to see 
if he would not teach him a little about the game. 

“Yes," said Dick, slightly ashamed of the way he had 
felt toward the big husky-looking fellow, “I would be 
mighty glad if you would play me first." 

“All right, who all will play with me?" asked Bill. 

“Who all will play with you? Oh! everybody wants to 
play you, Mr. Johnson," said Margery, “but personally I 
think Dick, here, is the best tennis player in Grandview." 

“Tennis?" stammered Bill inquiringly. 

“Yes, it's a wonderful game, isn't it?" returned 
Margery. 

“Tennis! Oh yes, of course, but I — »er — I can't — " 

“You caiYt what?" asked Dick. 

“I cant play," came forth from Bill. It had just dawned 
upon him that they were not talking of baseball, and he had 
never even seen a game of tennis played in his life. 

“You can't play? — why?" 

“I just can't." 

“But, Mr. Johnson," pleaded Margery, who still did not 
understand, “you have already promised us that you would, 
and I’m not going to let you back out now. I had set my 
heart on seeing you play, and I don't see why you can't." 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


31 


''Well — er — you see — er — I can't because I am supposed 
to remain out here two months because of a bet I made," 
explained Bill, hitting on the excuse. 

“Oh! but Tm sure we could fix that up all right, Mr. 
Johnson," said Dick, eager to play the great player. There 
are two courts just a short distance from here at Judge 
Chadwell's place. Tm sure he would be delighted to have 
you play at his home, and then you would not be going to 
the village." 

“Yes," put in Margery, “I never thought of them. 
That would be the very place to play." 

“But I—" still pleaded Bill. 

“Oh, but you must!" interrupted Margery. “Please, 
for my sake." And she looked at him pleadingly with her 
big blue eyes. 

Bill saw clearly that if he was to have a chance with 
Margery he would have to play that game of tennis. He 
was ashamed now to admit that he could not play, since 
she seemed to put her confidence in him so. Then again, 
he had always thought that he could do anything. “If I 
can sock a baseball out of the lot," he thought, “I know I 
can not miss a tennis ball with one of those big bats they 
use in tennis. With a week's practice I'll be able to chase 
this country hick off the courts, and then the girl will be 
mine." 

“All right," he at last gave in, “I consent." 

“I just knew you would," cried Margery. 

And so it was agreed. Bill would need a little practice 
(as he put it), but said he would be ready for all comers 
within a week. He was to meet Dick first, then the rest. 
During that week he succeeded in getting only a half- 
hour’s practice at the Judge's, and two days before the 
match he found a rule book dropped by one of the players. 
He could have gotten more practice but he feared to go on 
the courts while the crowd was playing, lest they should 
make him play then without any practice. That he knew 
would be murder. Once he found the court vacant, but at 
the end of half an hour Margery came up, and he hastily 
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made excuse to leave, obtaining but that short practice, 
jl' The rule book he went over studiously. But most of it was 

Greek to him. He did not quite understand all it meant^ 
and then it did not tell much about how to play tennis. 

Thus the great day arrived, with poor Bill having only 
a half-hour’s practice, and only a faint knowledge of the 
game. He knew only a little before about it, and now his 
idea of the game was not much clearer. 

The whole village had turned out to see Bill Johnson 
play. Everyone was excited. Dick won the flip and elected 
to serve. The game was on. The first went into the net. 

‘‘Ha ! Ha !” laughed Bill to himself, “he can’t even get 
it over. This ought to be easy.” 

The next shot went over the net like a flash. With a 
vicious stroke Bill swung, but he missed. 

“That wasn’t so good,” thought Bill, “but I’ll show 
that boob up yet!” 

The next serve came over and somehow Bill managed 
j to return it, but it came back, right back at him. With 

a comical dive he got out of the way. 

“Hey! What are you trying to do — kill me?” cried 
Bill. “We’re not playing bean ball.” 

: The crowd laughed heartily at this peculiar move, and 

wondered what he was trying to do. 

“I don’t believe that fellow is what he’s cracked up to 
, , be,” thought Dick. “Just wait till he gets this one.” With 

I that he sent another directly at poor Bill’s feet. Attempt- 

ing to hit the ball. Bill got his racquet entangled in his feet 
I .. , . and down he went to the ground, to the joy and laughter 

■ of the crowd. Margery was nervous and sat in silence bit- 

l! ing her fingers. 

Then the match went on, with Bill being made the goat 
I on every play. The crowd was chaffing the supposed cham- 

pion and yelling for Dick. And Bill, becoming hotter with 
rage at this turn of events, determined to show the crowd 
and Margery that he could hit one just as hard as Dick. 

Dick sent a beauty over. Bill’s baseball instinct asserted 
itself violently. Grasping the handle with both hands he 
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made a mighty swing. Hitting it solidly, the ball, instead 
of going at his opponent, soared fully fifty feet over the 
backstop. That was enough. The crowd broke out in 
shrieks of laughter and shouted for joy. Never had any- 
thing like this player been seen before. 

Margery had vanished. The next morning Dick called 
on her. 

Well, said he as he walked into the parlor where she 
was sitting, “Fm afraid your hero was a bust,'' and handed 
her a telegram which read as follows : 

“Mr. Richard Harris : See by the papers I am to play 
a match with you. Someone must be stringing you. I'm 
in New York. (Signed) William Johnson." 

That cured Margery of idols. As for Bill, the old station 
agent said the last he saw of him he was running down the 
track after the Limited, grumbling something about a 
thousand dollar bet and tennis. 

Baxter G. Moore, '25. 


John’s Demeanor 

John Bartlette and Arthur Barrel, who had lived in the 
same little town all their lives, were sophomores at Cedar 
Hill College. A year ago, when they had first entered 
school, they had met Bob Lane, a very pleasant boy from 
Chicago, who had been very friendly to them, but who had 
since graduated and married a charming young girl of 
eighteen. 

John was a happy-go-lucky sort of fellow who was too 
often hasty and impetuous. Arthur was more quiet and 
studious, and his better judgment often saved John from 
many scrapes. 

As John walked briskly across the well-kept campus of 
the college, he was in a particularly happy mood. And 
why shouldn't John be? This was the night of the frater- 
nity dance, and he had received an invitation two weeks 
before. So John was indeed feeling fine, for he did like 
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to dance. He hurried into the building and, walking down 
the corridor, threw open the door of his and Arthur’s 
room. 

'‘Hiyi!” shouted John gayly. 

‘‘Don’t, please don’t. I have some figures in my head 
I don’t wish to lose,” begged Arthur, who was poring over 
some “trig” problems. 

“Well, button ’em down,” John said lightly. 

Then he added, “You have not forgotten the dance to- 
night, have you?” 

“It’s no use.” murmured Arthur as he closed his books. 

“No,” he continued. “And don’t forget that Bob Lane 
is coming down with his wife. I won’t be able to go on 
account of my exam, to morrow; but ydu be sure and look 
Bob up.” 

“Sure,” answered John. “Sorry you can’t go; I would 
not miss it.” 

Arthur smiled. “Oh, I can stand it, I guess,” he re- 
turned. 

The lights were burning brightly, and the young men 
and women were gliding over the floor to the soft tune of 
a waltz when John Bartlette, sophomore, entered the hall. 
Even as John entered he met his Waterloo. As he glanced 
casually around the hall his eyes fell suddenly upon a beau- 
tiful, golden-haired girl in a long, blue dress. 

“Holy cats,” gasped John to himself. “Such a queen! 
I wonder who she is.” 

Poor John could not keep his eyes off the girl, nor could 
any one else, for she was indeed the most graceful and 
beautiful girl on the floor. 

John had indeed fallen hard. He was introduced to her, 
and so dazed was he that he did not hear the name. As 
they proceeded lightly over the floor, John marveled at her 
musical voice, her gay laughter, and her wonderful dancing, 
and from then on he seemed to be in a trance. 

“May I have the honor of the second no-break with 
you?” John heard himself ask. 
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“Yes,” said the young lady smiling sweetly. 

John danced more than one no-break with this charm- 
ing girl. 

“Where are you staying?” asked John when they were 
again dancing together. 

“At the Hotel Wallace,” .she returned. 

“Oh, yes. May I call tomorrow night? No — no, I won’t 
take no for an answer,” said John quickly as he saw she 
was going to object. 

“But — ” the girl began. 

Before she could finish .John was broken in on by some 
one, and a few moments later the dance was over. 

John tried to see her again, but he either missed her 
in the crowd or she had already gone home. 

“Oh, well. I’ll go to see her to-morrow night anyway,” 
he consoled himself. 

Suddenly he remembered with a start that he had not 
even looked for Boh and his wife, but had forgotten all 
about them. 

“Well, I’ll be hanged if I haven’t been in a trance all 
night,” he muttered. 

“Oh. well — ” he broke off. 

When .John awoke the next morning the sun was shin- 
ing brightly. He did not see Arthur all day, and when 
night came he was still missing. 

“Probably he has a date,” he said to himself. “Well, I 
sure have,” he smiled. 

At eight-thirty o’clock -John ascended the broad steps, 
and as he was walking along a hall a door was opened 
by the girl herself. 

“How — ,” he stopped short. “Why, Arthur — or — er — 
Bob!” he stuttered. 

For sure enough there with the beautiful girl were Bob 
and Arthur. 

“Where have you been?” said Bob laughing. Then he 
continued: “John, meet my wife. Alice, this is my old 
college chum, John Bartlette.” 
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John wilted. 

“G1 — glad to m — meet you,” he blurted, and then bolted 
down the hall in a panic. Raymond P. Gross, ’25. 


Thoughts that Come with the Rain 

I cannot close my weary eyes 

As the rain falls softly on my window pane. 

With a tired brain I lie and think 

That my life is all a failure — not a single gain. 

When the touch of youth was on my brow, 

I used to sleep in an old attic room, 

Where I could hear the falling of the rain, 

See the lightning’s glare, hear the thunder’s boom. 

I was young then and am old now, 

But it all comes back to me so plain. 

The sameness of the two nights then and now ; 

It all comes back to me with the summer’s rain. 

The years that span my life between 
I am not quite able to understand, 

I did not stop to think it out, then. 

That old age beckoned me with outstretched hand. 

Oh, rain, keep coming down, I like the sound. 

My soul with thought is crowded, I cannot sleep. 

If there were only some outlet to my torturing thoughts. 
But my eyes are hot and dry — I cannot even weep. 

Just the soft falling of a summer’s rain 

Has made me think as I have not thought in years. 

Each drop that falls upon my window pane 

Sounds like the echo from my heart, of falling tears. 


Howard S. Eaton, ’24. 
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Fort Jackson and Fort St. Philip 

The Forts, as they are commonly called, are on oppo- 
site sides of the Mississippi River, about seventy-five miles 
below New Orleans. You might imagine that they woulti 
be placed on high bluffs or on some neighboring hills that 
would overlook the river; but at your first view of them 
you would instantly see how wrong both of your surmises 
had been, for on all sides of you the water and land alike 
stretch out in one level plain as far as the eye can see. In 
fact, the only signs of them that are visible are a water 
tank and an observation tower. Although both forts ai’e 
on the river, they are also very close to the Gulf, and for 
this reason levees are built on all sides of them. From the 
first impression, you wonder why Farragut had so much 
trouble in passing them. However, if some of the obstacles 
he conquered will be remembered, you will wonder how he 
was able to do it ; how he passed directly between the two 
forts, cut down the barriers of heavy chains that were 
stretched directly across the river, and how he avoided the 
fire fleet that was sent against him one night. These hin- 
drances were almost trivial when you think of the current 
that ran nearly fiv^e miles an hour. This made progress so 
slow that to get a fleet of twenty-seven boats by without 
serious damage was practically impossible, especially since 
steamboats had just been invented, and only seven of the 
boats had any power to speak of. 

Not only was passing the forts, without destroying 
them, out of the question, but to attack them by land was 
even more absurd, for there is no solid ground around the 
forts at all or any trees or anything for shelter. Fort Jack- 
son has a wall twenty feet high all around it and is so well 
banked with dirt that an attempt to force it would be folly. 
Besides the wall, there is a moat all around the fox-t which 
is full of snakes and alligators. Fort St. Philip was the 
stronger of the two, so you can easily wmnder how Fari-a- 
gut ever passed so sti'ong a defense. 
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However, Farragut never hesitated a second. He had 
made his plans when he was in Washington, and he was 
going to carry them out. When his fleet was ready he set 
up a bombardment which lasted for six days. The total 
number of mortar shots that were fired at the forts was 
sixteen thousand eight hundred. It is no wonder that at 
the end of six days’ bombardment without any help from 
the Confederate fleet farther up the river that Admiral 
Farragut was able to pass the forts. 

To-day Fort Jackson stands as it did sixty years ago. 
Even the draw-bridge over the moat has not completely 
rotted. When you have cautiously walked through the 
damp casements, passages, and storerooms, you feel a sense 
of relief when you walk out into the center of the fort and 
can see daylight again. On looking back at the surround- 
ing walls you notice that trees of considerable height are 
growing where once the sentries walked. The ground at 
the fort is so soft that of all the thousands of shot which 
must have hit there, not a dozen can be seen. Before we 
left Fort Jackson a man who was with us caught an allir 
gator about three feet long and offered it to us, but unfor- 
tunately we were not allowed to accept it. 

Although hardly anything about this battle is widely 
known, it was one of the greatest importance in the Civil 
War. The Mississippi formed the backbone of the Confed- 
eracy. When the Northerners gained possession of it they 
cut off the means by which the important supplies were 
transported throughout the Southern States. This event 
had a great deal to do with ending the war. 


E. J. Dent, ’25. 
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Do Tibi Horam 

In the olden days of chivalry, on a hill, in the pleasant 
valley of Richland, rose a tow'ering castle. On its battle- 
ments floated a banner of Maroon and White. In that castle 
lived the five noble knights of the TIME TABLE. These 
knights were the most renowned in all the country. They 
stuck together in all their adventures, and always went to 
the same place ; in other words, they acted as one. 

But the days of pleasure and sheiking were now over, 
for a band of huskies had reported to the castle for enjoy- 
ment, and were doing a great deal of devilment. 

The five knights were now in council to decide what was 
to be done. Here is the order in which they were seated 
around the table: Sir I. Ball, Sir Frank Cherry the Heart- 
less, Sirs Lisenby, Wilson and Caldwell. Quoth Sir Cherry : 

Brothers of the TIME TABLE, let us bring these in- 
truders to their senses.” 

Sir Liz: “Their maces are large and hard.” 

Sir Frank 1. : “My dear sir, I shall use my head.” 

Then all the rest spoke in favor of the fight. 

Early the next morning there was a great bustle in the 
court yard as the knights armed themselves. After being 
armed with College Algebras, Gradatims and Woolleys, they 
mounted their Fords and rode around and around in cir- 
cles. 

As they paused in front of the castle the knights stopped 
their snorting Fords and listened. Suddenly from the two 
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red brick buildings occupied by the huskies came the quaint 
strains of ‘Tt Ain't Gonna Rain No More." 

Sir Lizenby, the Sheik, twitched in his saddle. 

“Ah !" said he. “That reminds me of the starlit nights 
I spent with Cleopatra on the Nile, with the Royal Egyptian 
Jazz Band. The saxophone solos in the piece, written by 
Cleopatra herself, called The Egyptian Jazz Band Blues,' 
were excellent." 

The song over, and Sir Liz out of his trance, they 
alighted and proceeded. Sir Frank 1. knew something of 
the place, so he said he would go by the Spring House and 
see if he could get one of the huskies. 

As Sir Frank I. approached the Spring House a thin 
wreath of smoke was seen coming from a window. Sir 
Cherry was about to look in the window when a voice cried 
out from the top of the hill, “Choke 'em! Frank L!" There 
w^as a sound of a scuffle, and two huskies sprang through 
the door. Sir Frank I. laid his hand on the hilt of his sword ; 
but when he drew it, instead of a sword, it was a pocket 
notebook with a handle. As Sir Cherry put down their 
names he cried : 

“Now by the laces of my lady's shoes, I will give you 
two hours for smoking on the grounds!" 

“Curses!" replied the husky. “I have no aeroplane. 
Where else may I smoke?" 

But Sir Frank I., paying no attention to the reply, sprang 
up the hill. As he came to the side door of the first build- 
ing a well aimed box of water downed him for a minute, but 
he was soon up. The husky saw him coming, so he slipped 
out of a window on the other side of the building. 

The husky ran ; it seemed like hours. When he stopped, 
he seemed to be in the middle of a vast plain. It seemed 
like an endless plain. It was an endless plain, and the name 
of that plain was STUDY. 

The husky sat down, and soon there arose on the horizon 
a large black cloud. Quickly it spread over the sky, and 
lightning began to play. Suddenly a shaft of lightning 
started straight for him. He sprang up. There was a 
burning feling on his right leg. It sure did hurt. He 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


41 


jerked his head up and opened his eyes. Fessor Cherry 
was standing over him with a paddle, and his arm was 
raised to strike again. 

“What do you mean by sleeping in my study hall, little 
boy?” he said. “I will give you one hour.” 

Moultrie Ball, '27. 


The Swan 

Beneath the darkling willow boughs. 
With scarcely e'en a sound. 

Now slowly sails a snow-white swan 
Within the breeze. 

On she comes with carriage smooth. 
Reflected in each wave. 

And as the night moves swiftly on. 
Hovering 'neath the trees. 

Begins to sing her last sweet song 
Her knowing heart to soothe. 

As down she looks, moving slower, 
Above her grave. 

The moon beams 'round. 

That reach below her. 

In motion now aeolian. 

She moves in dreams profound. 

For all is still, the night avows — 
Stiller still, with dawn. 


Dorris Davidson, '25. 
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A Narrow Escape 

The times in the fall of 1776 were full of trouble. 
Washington, the commander-in-chief of the rebel army, 
had been retreating before the superior forces of General 
Howe for several months and now at the close of 
December the venerable Washington had finally gotten 
beyond the reach of the British by crossing the Delaware 
a few miles from Trenton, then occupied by some one 
thousand Hessian soldiers. It certainly looked bad for 
the colonies, and even their staunchest supporters were 
sorely distressed. 

Hal Colley and Jeff Brown, two young patriots, had 
just arrived at the camp on the Delaware to bring a 
message sent by General Gates to the Commander. After 
delivering their message the General told them to report 
to Captain Smart and await further orders. So, in ac- 
cordance with their orders, they reported to the Captain, 
had been fed, and now we find them strolling along the 
banks of the river discussing the bad plight of the rebels. 

“Well,” said Hal,” it certainly looks bad for us; if we 
retreat much more we will be in Florida.” 

“Yes,” asserted Jeff, “I wish we would strike again; 
do anything but retreat before these redcoats.” 

“Here comes the Captain,” quickly said Hal, “and it 
looks like business for us.” 

“Well, boys,” said Smart, “the Commander has just 
sent for you, and though neither of you have had any 
sleep I believe that he has something important for 
you.” 

“Good,” both replied, and at once set out for the 
General’s headquarters. 

In a few minutes they arrived at his tent and were 
ushered before him, where they stood at attention for 
some three minutes before George Washington finished 
writing, and looked up. 
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‘'Sergeants Colley and Brown, I have been informed 
that the Hessians camped at Trenton are in great num- 
bers; also that their General has gone to Howe’s camp. 
Obtain as near an estimate of their numbers as you can 
and report to me; also obtain any other information that 
the opportunity affords. Keep in mind, sirs, that the 
success of this adventure is of the utmost importance to 
my future plans. And now as a final word, do not be 
later than tomorrow in returning.” As he finished the 
General again seated himself and began writing, signify- 
ing that their interview was at an end. Both boys saluted 
and went out. 

“Gee,” said Jeff, “it certainly looks as if we are in for 
an exciting night. By the way, what time do you say 
it is?” 

“I should judge that it is about five o’clock, because 
it is beginning to get dark.” 

“We had better hurry and get off our uniforms in 
order to be ready when it gets dark.” 

The two lads arrived at their tent and got dressed in 
farmer’s attire. Each had supper and when it was about 
seven o’clock they set out. The night was black as ink, 
the north wind was blowing furiously and it was spitting 
snow. As they reached the river Hal found a boat 
handy, into this they jumped and shoved off. For some- 
time they paddled until finally the opposite shore loomed 
up in the distance. Then as they reached their destina- 
tion Hal jumped out and held the boat until Jeff alighted. 
Both pulled the boat up out of the water and hid it in 
the surrounding bushes. 

“Jeff,” whispered Hal, “I guess we had better part. 
You go on the path straight ahead and I will take the 
road to our right. Both lead to the camp. If I am back 
first I will wait until sunrise for you, and if you get here 
sooner than I, do the same.” 

“Goodbye old pal,” Jeff said softly as he extended his 
hand, “if I don’t arrive by sunrise you will know that 
your pal has lived the best part of his life.” 


44 MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 

They shook hands and were off, each upon the way 
assigned by Hal. As Hal left Jeff he walked slowly 
through the woods until he arrived upon the road and 
then he turned north. He walked briskly for some fifteen 
minutes and when he judged that he was within a half 
mile of the enemies’ camp he began to detour. After 
leaving the road Hal walked in this fashion for some four 
minutes and came upon a farm house. Approaching 
slowly he reached one of its windows and peered in. An 
old lady seated by the fireplace was the object that met 
his gaze. The boy looked for some seconds longer but 
could see nothing but the old woman seated in a room 
that was furnished after the fashion of the country style 
in those days. Then slowly he crept around to the front, 
intending to go on, but just as he came to the front of the 
house , the sound of horses attracted his attention and 
turning he heard the sound of several German voices. 
What could he do? To run around the house he would 
surely be noticed when he opened the door. Then an 
idea dawned upon him. Why not hide inside of the 
house? Acting upon impulse rather than reason he softly 
raised a window and climbed in. Looking around he saw 
a big box lying in the corner. The old woman was in the 
other room, so she had not seen him yet. He crossed the 
room and quickly got into the box and closed the lid. 
He had no sooner gotten settled than a loud knock was 
heard at the door. Hal could hear the old woman go 
and open it. Then he heard several feet enter and the 
door close. 

After the shuffling of feet and the moving of chairs 
had died down Hal Colley heard voices. 

“Well, Lieutenant, it looks as if the Commander has 
gone and left us in charge for awhile.” 

Yes,’ came a second voice,, “the old fool has gone 
up to New York to enjoy Christmas with Howe and has 
left us here freezing and hungry half the time.” 

“Do you know that only for your quick thought I 
would have been broke this Christmas? It is a good 
thing that you reminded me of it before he went.” 
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the first voice said, ‘T always remember about 
money matters/' 

The conversation rambled along for some three or 
four hours while Hal lying in the box had found a con- 
venient crack from which to obtain air and also to see 
the occupants, who were no doubt Hessian officers. 

“Those rebels would surprise us, if they attacked now. 
You know how these fool soldiers get drunk when the 
chief leaves. I bet that over half of them are drunk now." 

“By the way, how many men have we in camp?" 
asked the lieutenant. 

“Oh, about one thousand. Enough to run this fox 
Washington off this continent," answered the Captain. 

Hal listened attentively, and impressed their words 
upon his mind. All he had to do now, he thought, was 
to stay concealed until they left. But as the hours , drag- 
ged by the officers made no move to this effect. 

They had been drinking heavily during their con- 
versation and now both were well nigh drunk. 

It was about three o'clock now and Hal was becoming 
worried. What if they did not leave until daylight? He 
cou!d never make his escape then. The later it got the 
more he worried. Finally Hal determined to open the top 
slowly and slip out unnoticed if possible. With this 
thought in mind he slowly raised the lid and crept out. 
The men had their backs towards him and never 
suspected his presence until he had reached the door. 
But just as he was about to open someone knocked. His 
heart stood still. As both the officers looked around 
they spied him. Hal opened the door quickly and leaped 
into the face of a Hessian private, knocking him down 
and running to the path as fast as he could. When he 
had gained the path he heard cries behind him, calling 
him to stop, but he only ran faster. Running in this 
manner for ten minutes he soon reached the shore. 
Quickly he saw that Jeff had already arrived before him 
and was in the boat. Jumping in he shoved off. 

“Quick, Jeff! They are after me," said Hal breath- 
ing hard. 
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“Yes/’ the first voice said, “I always remember about 
money matters.” 

The conversation rambled along for some three or 
four hours while Hal lying in the box had found a con- 
venient crack from which to obtain air and also to see 
the occupants, who were no doubt Hessian officers. 

“Those rebels would surprise us, if they attacked now. 
You know how these fool soldiers get drunk when the 
chief leaves. I bet that over half of them are drunk now.” 

‘•By the way, how many men have we in camp?” 
asked the lieutenant. 

“Oh, about one thousand. Enough to run this fox 
Washington off this continent,” answered the Captain. 

Hal listened attentively, and impressed their words 
upon his mind. All he had to do now, he thought, was 
to stay concealed until they left. But as the hours. drag- 
ged by the officers made no move to this effect. 

They had been drinking heavily during their con- 
versation and now both were well nigh drunk. 

It was about three o’clock now and Hal was becoming 
worried. What if they did not leave until daylight? He 
could never make his escape then. The later it got the 
more he worried. Finally Hal determined to open the top 
slowly and slip out unnoticed if possible. With this 
thought in mind he slowly raised the lid and crept out. 
The men had their backs towards him and never 
suspected his presence until he had reached the door. 
But just as he was about to open someone knocked. His 
heart stood still. As both the officers looked around 
they spied him. Hal opened the door quickly and leaped 
into the face of a Hessian private, knocking him down 
and running to the path as fast as he could. When he 
had gained the path he heard cries behind him, calling 
him to stop, but he only ran faster. Running in this 
manner for ten minutes he soon reached the shore. 
Quickly he saw that Jeff had already arrived before him 
and was in the boat. Jumping in he shoved off. 

“Quick, Jeff! They are after me,” said Hal breath- 
ing hard. 
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When the boys had gotten about half way across a 
shot was fired from their enemies, but no harm was done. 
Finally they reached shore and quickly reported. 

‘‘Sergeants, you have done well, and I will see that 
you are rewarded,’’ said Washington. 

We all know of the result of the brilliant battle of 
Trenton and of the Colonial victory. Hal and Jeff were 
made lieutenants and were highly valued by Washington 
in the remaining campaigns. 

Kennedy Jones, ’25. 
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COME BACK NEXT YEAR 

You seniors, remember that the reputation of Mont- 
gomery Bell Academy depends on you, and when you go 
to college or go to work remember where you went to 
school and practice the things you have learned there. 

And you boys who are coming back to school next year 
— do not just come back, but bring one or two boys along 
with you, for you know the more boys we have, the better 
school we can have. 

If we have a large student body next year, we will have 
better football, basketball and baseball teams, for we will 
have a larger number to pick from. 
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We have two big buildings now, and by the beginning 
of next year we may have a gymnasium. Now these build- 
ings have to be filled, but they will not be if you do not 
help. 

If you are going to school next year, come back to M. 
B. A., so we can make it the best school in the country. 


The school campus is one of the most beautiful places 
on the Harding Road. Its trees and groups of shrubbery 
are large and haye been in the earth for years. Is it worth 
while for a flower or a stick to mutilate and smash up such 
unreplaceable things? The boys cannot be charged with 
marring the campus. People who seem to take it that the 
campus is a public playground, and who have not the slight- 
est regard for shrubs and trees which are perhaps older 
than they, have been making a practice of breaking off 
whatever they happen to want in the way of shrubbery and 
thereby greatly defacing the appearance of the lawn. We 
ask that every boy who sees any one making such depre- 
dations will exert himself to protect the appearance of 
our campus. 


The end of another school year is now here — a school 
year that has been very successful. Indeed, seldom have 
we experienced a more successful one as far as studies go. 
Never have we had such a year in athletics. Our orators 
and debaters have done well in their various contests, the 
literary societies have been interesting, the Bulletin has 
been steadily above the average, and in general everything 
that goes to make a good year has accompanied this one. 
And now it has to close. Few good things can last forever, 
and this is one of them that cannot. Our only regret is 
that this year cannot continue. Our only wish is that the 
next year and the years to come will be just as successful 
as the present one now ended. 

Of course there were a few failures. There always are ; 
they go with the year, and we expect them. But let us 
hope that thore few who have failed to come up to the re- 
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quired standard in their work will not become discouraged, 
but that they will realize their mistakes and come back 
next year with a determination to do bigger and better 
things. They can if they will, for we are all capable of 
better achievements. It just requires a little work, but it 
is worth it. 

Let us alb with a rising vote of gratitude and apprecia- 
tion, thank our teachers, each and every one of them, for 
their zealous and untiring efforts in our behalf ; for with- 
out them, how could we have had such a year? To them 
the major part of the success is due. Always instructing 
us and encouraging us on, we owe them as much apprecia- 
tion as is possible for us to bestow upon them. So allow 
us to thank you all for your labors and efforts in our be- 
half this past year. We thank you from the bottom of our 
hearts. 

And now that this year is so well finished, let us look 
towards next year. May all our graduates be as successful 
in college or in whatever they choose to do as they have 
been here. We feel sure that they will. And may all those 
who have not yet graduated come back next year. Come 
back ; bring some one with you ! Let’s make it a year like 
the past one. We believe in M. B. A. and all that it stands 
for. That old M. B. A. spirit which each one of us feels 
within himself, let it lead us to do bigger and better things 
next year when we all meet again. 


This is the time of the year in the student world when 
the majority of us begin to slip. They say it is the ''spring 
fever,” but it is just pure laziness. When Old Sol starts 
letting his warm rays down upon the earth, filled with heat, 
which has been lacking for several months, it takes a con- 
siderable amount of vigor out of you — at least you think 
so. Then you begin to fall back a little, you get restless, 
"time” piles up, and the first thing you know exams are 
about to start and you are unprepared. 

All along you say to yourself, "Well, Til start studying 
next week and pass in good fashion.” But for some un- 
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years. He built it out of practically nothing and gave us a 
cracker jack ball club. For that one thing alone we wish 
to express our sincere appreciation and congratulate him 
on his great start here at old M. B. A. 

As for Ed Young, he has made an exceptionally fine 
captain. He won more than one ball game for us with one 
of his long hits or by pitching a great game. He never 
ceased trying and was always putting the old pep in the 
team. We regret very much his departure this year from 
our midst. It won't seem natural without Ed around. . 
Luck to him! 


DAWN 

A heavy mist, the gray of morn- 
ing lies all o’er the ground. 

Scarce the thin gray streaks of 
dawn have made 

Their way, thinly to diffuse their 
Stygian light 

Throughout the air. 

But soon a gladder v^ion meets 
the eye, as gazing far, 

Aurora strews with roses fresh 
the path 

Now traversed by Apollo in his 
course 

On through the day. 

And now the mists have risen, 
and the sun in glory shines, 

The dewdrops sparkle brightly in 
the fields. 

In every tree the birds all blithe- 
ly sing 

Their hymns to morn. 

John Ball, 24. 


Q. E. D. 

When every song that birds sing 
Comes to you with a merry ring. 
When all nature seems so bright, 
When you !ook at the- morning 
light ... 

And think it’s made for your sole 
sight, v 

And grass is greener than ere 
before, 

• And' you linger ip the twilight 
door • * 

. To see the radiant sun go down. 
Or see the blue sky miles around. 
Or when the moon comes out you 
see 

A thousand things that could not 
be. 

But fancy takes you off your feet 
And makes your youthful heart 
to beat— 

When all these things described 
above 

Appeal to you, you are in love. 
Carver M. Lackey, ’24. 


REECO MOTO POWER GASOLINE 

REd^D CIL COMPANY 


CHARLES M. CARROLL. 16 
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DUTY 

0 ye, who weary with your toil- 
ing, 

Think that cares should be for- 
gotten. 

Or the siren voice of pleasure 

Calls you from your task half- 
finished — 

Heed it not. 

Though life takes cn a darker 
aspect. 

Mountain high your troubles 
looming. 

Do not shrink from the encounter 

Like a craven coward slinking 
From the field. 

When o’erwhelmed with dire mis- 
givings. 

Naught is gained by halting 
weary. 

Listlessly, to sit despondent. 

Duty's eye with stern displeas- 
ure 

Marks you out. 

All men have their tasks before 
them; 

Duty is no lenient master. 

When she calls there's no delay 

For those who long to mount to 
^eatness 
In this world. 

So be resolute and cheerful. 

Calm, alert, with understanding. 

Place implicit faith in Duty, 

Nor can all the powers of hell 
Prevail against you. 

John Ball, '24. 


MEDITATIONS 

Oh, life is long 
The earth upon 

To him who lives thereto; 
A hangman's thong 
His shoulders on 

To him who dares undo. 

And Love's not fond 
To him who looks 
Inquiringly within; 

Or seeks beyond 
The budding rose 

The secrets hid therein. 


The world is wide. 

The seas are deep. 

The heavens vaulted high; 
Love is the guide 
Whose powers sweep 

The earth and all the sky. 

For Love and Life 
Together move 

Along our earthly ways; 

'Mid peace and strife 
Down from above 

Love concentrates her rays. 

Dorris Davidson, '25. 


THE BATTLE 

Eight months of the study year 

My studies have I manly 
borne ; 

The ninth, my banners for the 
good 

By many a hostile shot are 
torn. 

For eight long months I've brave- 
ly stood. 

Deep entrenched in the true 
soil; 

The ninth, must I be driven 
forth 

And to naught go my earnest 
toil? 

And now reinforcements from 
my brain, 

The shattered breastworks do 
repair; 

And now, in fear of the enemy's 
charge, 

I mass my forces here and 
there. 

When from behind their breast- 
works rose 

The troops of laziness and 

piay» 

In my worn out mind I knew 

Had come the crisis of the day. 

Bravely did my men withstand 

The fiery onset of the foe; 

And I decide in spite of all 

That through this last month I 
must go. 

Moultrie Ball, '27. 
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At the funeral I delivered an ad- 
dress in which I endeavored to 
bring out the significance of 
Summer’s splendid work, to em- 
phasize his record as a faithful, 
efficient representative of his 
country. In course of this ad- 
dress I said: 

“ ‘He who gives his life for a 
cause can contribute no more. 
Whether such tribute be ren- 
dered on sea or on land, or in the 
clouds; whether it be at the can- 
non’s mouth or in defense against 
an assault, or even by some of 
the other horrible devices of 
modern warfare, whether it be in 
military or civil service, none the 
less he has given all, and no man 
can make a greater sacrifice than 
this. Madden Summers yielded 
his life in his country’s service 
and did so as effectually as if he 
had been taken off by the enemy 
in ambush and as courageously 
as if he had fallen in attacks on 
the enemy’s works. He realized 
as fully as does an officer leading 
his troops in a battle that his 
very life was in jeopardy and 
that realization nerved him to 
renewed effort.’ ” 

♦ Xe « 

In Braithwaite’s Anthology of 
American Magazine verse, which 
is published once every year and 
endeavors to include the best 
poems that have appeared in 
American magazines during the 
year, there are some very pleas- 
ant comments on “The Fugitive,” 


Few schools can boast of 
» alumni as loyal as ours. When 

a boy graduates from a prep 
school he usually leaves his 
school for good, but the spirit of 
our alumni cannot be classed 
with the alumni of the average 
prep school. In fact, we know 
very few colleges whose alumni 
equal ours in their interest in 
their school. And one may ask 
to whom or to what do we owe 
this spirit. Is it our headmaster 
and his faculty and their 
straightforward way in handling 
! boys? Is it the democracy of 

the school, where it makes no 
difference wffio you are, but it is 
i what you are that counts? Or do 

w'e owe it to the jokes, fights and 
daily ups and downs of our life? 
All in all, it is a great fraternity, 
as we heard an alumnus say. 
; When asked what was the best 

t fraternity he knew, he answered, 

“M. B. A.” 

*,t « Xc 

‘ All who knew Madden Sum- 

mers, ’94, will be interested in 
L the following article which comes 

from David Francis’ “Russia 
i From the American Embassy” : 

I “On May 5, 1918, I was 

shocked to hear that Consul Gen- 
' eral Madden Sunmmers had died 

the day before after an illness 
■ of twenty-four hours. I had not 

yet regained my strength from a 
ten days’ illness and was still on 
diet, but I decided to go to Mos- 
cow, and did so on the first train. 
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the poetry magazine of Nashville. 
We note that five out of the sev- 
enteen poems reprinted from 
“The Fugitive/^ are by Merrill 
Moore, M. B. A., '20. 

>i> « « 

Tom Joy, ’07, was elected pres- 
ident of the Nashville Rotary 
Club. This is considered one 
of the highest honors a Nashville 
business man can receive. 

He * 

Owen Allen, ’21, who was com- 
pelled through illness to stop his 
studies at the University of Vir- 
ginia, is visiting his relatives in 
Nashville. Allen was editor of 
the Bulletin two years ago. At 
the university he had made an 
enviable record. 

♦ ♦ « 

Bromfield Nichol, ’20, will 
graduate from the United States 
Naval Academy at Annapolis this 
year. 

* i|> 

Mizell Wilson, ’16, has re- 
turned from his honeymoon to 
his law business, which is rapidly 
expanding. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Rogers C. Caldwell, ’08, has 
made the most remarkable bank- 
ing record of all our younger 

alumni. He is a member of 
Caldwell & Co., one of the 
largest banking concerns in the 
South, and has practical control 
of its policies. 

♦ « ♦ 

Richard E. Bolling, ’13, is spe- 
cial agent for the Firemen’s 
Fund Insurance Company for 
Tennessee. 

>|c ♦ « 

Paul B. Thompson, ’20, is 
salesman for the Standard Oil 
Company in the western section 
of Nashville. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Charles (Chuck) Bell, ’17, has 
recently been on patrol duty in 
disturbed Central American re- 
gions. He will probably return 
to Nashville for a visit in August. 

« « « 

Robert Harvill, ’18, is salesman 
for the Standard Oil Company 


in the southern section of Nash- 
ville. 

♦ ♦ * 

Buist Bitterer, ’16, graduated 

from Vanderbilt and after hos- 

nital work in the Louis.ville City 
Hospital and at Johns Hopkins, 
is now taking a course in the 
Bellevue Hospital in New York. 

* * Hi 

The following alumni will 
graduate from Vanderbilt this 
year: 

College of Arts and Sciences — 
Charles Barham, Jr., ’20; Ed- 
win A. Keeble, ’21; Richard D. 
Kuhn, ’20; Paul N. McQuiddy, 
’20; Austin Merrill Moore, ’20; 
Charles M. Moss, ’20; Edwin A. 
Price, Jr., ’20; Frederick M. 
Schlater, ’19; Edgar Sperry, ”20; 
Theodore A. Srygley, ’20; Lee 
H. Hunt, ’20. 

School of Engineering — Chas. 
R. Riggle, ’20. 

School of Law — John Barks- 
dale, ’20. 

School of Dentistry- — Geo. M. 
Russell, ’18. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

A body of alumni as large and 
loyal as ours should be organized. 
This would bring the alumni in 
closer contact with the school 
and be better for both the alumni 
and the school. Of course it 
would be hard to do, but any- 
thing worth doing is hard to do. 
A year or two ago the alumni 
had a banquet when the school 
was a little off its stride, but 
since it has again gained its foot- 
ing we have not seen much of 
any of them. Now there are not 
many alumni that stick by their 
school when it is in a rut, but 
there are many schools that have 
alumni who always want to yell 
for the winning team. We wish 
to thank our alumni for their aid 
when needed. But why can’t our 
alumni stick together all the 
time? They could have a meet- 
ing at least once a year. Re- 
member, a good alumni associa- 
tion goes a long way in making a 
good school. 

(Coninued on page 89.) 
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SENIOR CLASS OF 1924 
Hume (Human) Bracy, ’24. 

John (Aubrey) Ball, Editor Bulletin, School Committee 
’24, Kappa Alpha Phi. 

Harold (Hoghead) Boulware, ’24, Kappa Alpha Phi. 
Dean (Whiffle) Bradford, Busines.s Manager Bulletin, ’24, 
Kappa Alpha Phi. 

Earl (Cave Man) Denton, ’24. 

Howard (Kike) Eaton, President Senior Class, Captain 
Basketball, Football, Baseball, School Committee, ’24, 
Kappa Alpha Phi. 

Joseph (Spark Plug) Glennon, ’24. 

Joseph Gray, ’24. 

Hayes Jakes, Baseball, ’24. 

Robert (Central Hi) Jakes, ’24. 

Barton Jones, Exchange Editor Bulletin, ’24, Sigma Phi 
Omega. 


We Are Showing the Season’s Latest Styles and Shapes In 

HATS AND CAPS 


COLLARS WRIGHT’S hosiery 

Corner Fourth and Union St. 
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Carver Lackey, '24. 

Lehman (Pluto) Lusky, Football, Alumni Editor Bulletin, 
School Committee, '24. 

John Porter, '24, Kappa Alpha Phi. 

Hilliard (Squirt) Phillips, '24, Sigma Phi Omega. 

James (Handsome) Ransom, '24, Sigma Phi Omega. 

Leonard (Ram) Raulston, '24, Kappa Alpha Phi. 

Herbert (Sweetie) Reed, Basketball, '24, Kappa Alpha 
Phi. 

Otis (Radio) Radebaugh, '24. 

John Charles (Squaby) Rea, '24. 

Thomas (Duck) Roberts, Football, Basketball, Baseball, 
'24. 

Perry (Hick) Sawyer, Captain Football, Baseball, School 
Committee, Vice President Senior Class, '24, Sigma 
Phi Omega. 

Lister Savely, '24. 

Lurton (Dutch) Ralls, Football, '24, Kappa Alpha Phi. 

William (Diamond Dick) Hussey, Literary Editor Bulle- 
tin, '24. 

Paul (Simple) Sykes, '24. 

Benjamin (Egg House) Shapiro, '24. 

Donovan (Rabbi) Sterne, '24. 

Edward (Knit) Young, Football, Basketball, Captain Base- 
ball, School Committee, '24. 

Morris Upper, Football, '24, Sigma Phi Omega. 

John Early, Baseball, '24, 


L ^Oul of ttio HiqK l?en*l DisirtcL" 

owensteinQ 

I Con 4Si Ave. c Oeadortck ^hvei. 

EVERYTHING YOUNGMEN WEAR. 


GO 
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LETTER MEN IN SCHOOL 

Young: Football, ^21-*22-’23; 
basketball, »22-’23-’24; baseball, 
^22-’23-'24, captain baseball ^24, 
manager football '23. 

Sawyer: Football, '20-’21-'22- 
^23, captain ’21-’22-’23; bas- 
ketball, *22; baseball, *20-*21-*22- 
*23-*24. 

Ralls: Football, *23. 

Lusky: Football, *20-*21-*22- 
*23. 

H. Reed: Basketball, *22-*23. 

Roberts: Football, *23; bas- 

ketball, *23-*24; baseball, *23-’24. 

Hardin: Football, *22-*23; bas- 
ketball, *24; baseball, ’22-*23-*24. 

Bedford: Basketball, *22. 

W. Read : Baseball, *23. 

K. Jones: Baseball, *23-*24; 
football, *23. 

Needham: Baseball, *24. 

H. Jakes: Baseball, *24. 

Johnson: Basketball, *24; 

baseball, *24. 

E. Blair: Baseball, 24; bas- 
ketball, *24. 

Early: Baseball, *24. 

Keene: Baseball, *22-*23 *24. 

Murray: Baseball, *23-*24. 

H. Brown: Basketball, *24. 

G. Baker: Football, *21-*22- 
*23; captain-elect football, *24. 

Upper: Football, *23. 

Gunn: Football, *23. 

J. Kelly: Football, *22-*23. 

Mayo: Football, *21-*22-*23; 

basketball, *23-*24, manager. 

Eaton: Football, *21-*22-*23; 
basketball, *22-*23-*24; baseball, 
*22-*23-*24; track, 22. 

The biggest surprise of the 
baseball season was the showing 
and coming out of “Silly Bill** 
Needham and Hayes Jakes. At 
the first of the season Needham 
came out for shortstop, while 
Hayes came out just as a jest. 
Coach Wilson in some way has 
succeeded in developing them 
into good pitchers, who can win 
ball games. 

* ♦ ♦ 

“Duck** Roberts was elected 
captain of the basketball team 
for 1925. We wish “Duck** a 
most successful ye„ar. 


Mary had a little fish. 

His name was Edward Young, 
And everywhere that Mary went. 

The nit was sure to come. 

* * it 

Thanks to our old friend 
“Whiffle** Bradford, and a few 
other fellows, we have a couple 
of tennis courts as good as any 
in the city. We also have had a 
very successful tennis tourna- 
ment. 

« ♦ ♦ 

Mr. Lisenby: “Lusky, what 
is 94-9?** 

Lusky: “19, *fessor.** • 

Mr. Lisenby: “You are wrong; 
94-9 is 18.** 

Lusky: “Aw, I knew you would 
Jew me down.** 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

We were glad to see Moultrie 
win the declamation contest held 
by the school for the right to rep- 
resent us in the Castle Heights 
contest. A great deal is ex- 
pected of Moultrie in his future 
years at M. B. A. We hope that 
he will be able to step into his 
big brother*s shoes after 'next 
year. 

ii * 

“Shadow** Mauldin says that 
“Sweetie** Reed ain*t what he 
used to be. 

« ♦ ♦ 

Maybe our old friend “Hick** 
Sawyer didn*t put the skids un- 
der little “Chin*** Johnson out in 
Hillsboro. 

♦ 4> « 

This has been M. B. A.*s most 
successful year in athletics in a 
good many years. 

it it i, 

“Bill** Needham is the most 
comical boy in school. 

* ♦ jp 

They tell us Boulware has to 
carry a razor with him to the 
dances so that he can shave dur. 
ing the interm ’ssion. 

it it it 

You may not have noticed it, 
but just the same Davidson drew 
the headings for the different de- 
partments in The Bulletin. 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


61 


It is said that “Toe” Kelly is 
the luckiest boy in school. 

* ^ * 

Blair is so dumb he thinks that 
you have to hit the base with the 
ball to get a base hit. 

* * . ♦ 

Do You Know That 

Sawyer, Lusky, Ralls, Young, 
Upper and Eaton have played 
their last game of football for 
the Maroon and White? 

Young, Reed and Eaton have 
played their last game of basket- 
ball for the Maroon and White? 

Young, Sawyer, Early and 
Eaton have p'ayed their last 
game of baseball for the Maroon 
and White? 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

We wonder why the photogra- 
pher was so keen to make Lus- 
ky's picture last. 

>K ♦ He 

Cheer up, Gertie, “Hick” Saw- 
yer will soon be with you. 

♦ « 

Mr. Cherry has proven to sev- 
eral of the boys that he can teach 
them something about tennis as 
well as about French and Latin. 

♦ ♦ 4: 

Hardin and Needham are both 
playing in the city league. They 
are both with Dobson & Co., and 
are considered to be as good as 
any in the league when it comes 
to twirling that old apple. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

“Buck” Whitsitt has also gone 
the way of the weak-minded. Her 
name is Mary. 

♦ * * 

A certain member of our base- 
ball team while in the locker room 
was trying to comb his hair and 
enter into the general conversa- 


tion at the same time. He stood 
before the window (which had 
been used for a mirror) several 
minutes combing at his hair when 
suddenly it dawned upon him 
that there was no pane in the 
window. It happened that a 
donkey was grazing outside in 
the field at the time. The rest of 
the fellows watched him for a 
few minutes, then they started 
in to kid him. It seemed rather 
funny to all but our hero that he 
did not notice the difference be- 
tw’een the donkey and himself. 

♦ >ic 

All— State basketball team as 
picked by all the coaches: 

Roberts, forward, M. B. A. 

Estes, forward, Chattanooga 
C. H. S. 

Kiser, center, Ramer H. S. 

Peak, guard, Chattanooga C. 
H. S. 

Paul, guard, Nashville Central 
H. S. 

♦ ♦ * 

Team picked by Mr. John Bar- 

row, Physical Director Y. M. 

C. A. 

Roberts, forward, M. B. A.. 

Estes, forward, Chattanoooga 
H. S. 

Eaton, center, M. B. A. 

Young, guard, M. B. A. 

Ferguson, guard, Chattanooga 
H. S. 

♦ ♦ * 

Our pick: 

Roberts, forward, M. B. A. 

Estes, forward, Chattanooga 
H. S. 

McCormick, center, Chattanooga 
H. S. 

Young, guard, M. B. A. 

Ferguson, guard, Chattanooga 
C. H. S. 


Andrew Jackson Cigar Co. 
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Did you know that during the 
Beau Brummel contest held here 
by Loewis Theater, “Sweetie’^ 
Reed and “Squirrel” Denton 
went to town every day to pa- 
rade the streets, hoping that they 
would be the ones to have their 
pictures snapped. 

« ♦ « 

It is told that “Countryman” 
Savely cut his mouth eating a 
razorback hog. 

H< « 4: 

“Sweetie” Reed was picked 
by the coaches at the Cotton 
States Tournament as J;he best 
forward in the tournament. 
“Duck” Roberts and Edward 
Ifoung were given mention. 

* * * 

The boys who are interested in 
tennis have organized a tourna- 
ment at the school. There have 
been thirty-two entries in the 
singles and some of the matches 
have already been played off. 
There has been some good work 
shown in the tourney and there 
are some promising players com- 
ing along, too. The prize is to 
be a good tennis racquet for the 
winner. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

There have been several cases 
of near drowning at school re- 
cently, owing to the energetic 

efforts of some expert water 

squirters who have made sunny 
May a month of floods for us. 

* ♦ ♦ 

We wish “Kike” Eaton would 
mail out bills for what we owe in 
the lunch room instead of tak- 
ing it away from us. 

* * ♦ 

We wish heartily to thank the 
student body for the support that 
it has given The Bulletin during 
the year. This has been largely 
the cause of its success. 

* ♦ ♦ 

“Shag” Moore has joined the 
kitchen police in the C. M. T. C. 
for the summer. 

* ♦ ♦ 

Moultrie, on trip to Lebanon, 
sitting with his father on the 


front seat: “One night on a 
camp it rained and thundered 
just to beat — . Yes, father, it 
did. It rained and thundered 
real hard.” 

★ « « 

Man (to a girl smoking a ciga- 
rette) : “What would your 

mother say if she saw you smok- 
ing?” 

Girl: “She would bawl me out, 
because it’s one of hers.” 

— Exchange. 

>0 « ♦ 

Only Two Hours for Me 

In the shade of the hackberry 
tree 

Mr. Cherry was waiting for me. 
With time sheets and pencils. 
And class books and stencils. 
And only two hours for me. 

He knows all our secret places. 
And to these in turn he paces. 

I knew he wasn’t joking 
When he said I was smoking. 
And only two hours for me. 

I was down at the spring house 
one day 

When he came walking my way. 
He had just caught me smoking 
When my fag I was choking. 
And only two hours for me. 

I thought I could take one more 
drag 

Off my dearly beloved old fag. 
When he came along singing 
That song that was bringing 
Only two hours for me. 

Edwin Clark, ’26. 

« « 4( 

We wonder why Lusky doesn’t 
still write poetry. He must not 
be as deeply in love as he was 
last year. 

* * * 

Speaking of the tennis tourna- 
ment — “Shag” Moore doesn’t 
know what it is all about. 

* * 

“Chin” Johnson was elected 
manager of the basketball team 
for 1925. Chin and Duck should 
make a good combination when 
it comes to running the team 
through a successful season. 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


63 


Johnnie Glenn thinks that he 
is elevated just because he lives 
on top of a hill. 

>ic « « 

Mr. Caldwell was driving 
through town the other day and 
he said he saw so many school 
boys in town that he thought it 
was a holiday. 

« « « 

Rain 

The rain has spoiled our courts 
today, 

We only look but cannot play; 
The tournament is on the blink, 
We’ll play no more to-day, I 
think. 

The rain has spoiled the tennis 
play. 

It looks as if ’twould last all day; 
The place where happy once I 
stood. 

Is only now a sea of mud. 

We sit and shiver and almost 
freeze 

While the courts resemble seas. 
And the only way to p’ay 
Is to use canoes on the courts 
today. 

This downpour lasts from morn 
till night, 

And never a let up in sight; 

In fact, I think it’ll never stop 
Till the heavens empty their last 
drop. 

But alas I see no help, 

I can only sit and write a yelp. 
And think of some good warm, 
dry day. 

When we can resume our play. 

John Early, Jr., ’24. 


FRIENDSHIP 

What’s sweeter than the fealty 
of a friend, 

A friend whose very nature lives 
with you? 

Within your dreams each morn- 
ing blooms anew. 

Companion in your walks 
where’er they wend; 

As ever on to days the hours 
ascend. 

An inspiration strong, steadfast 
and true. 

That trembles not nor falters as 
we go through 

The gates at night, to which our 
journeys bend? 

Great tales are chronicled, we 
know, and told 

Of matchless deeds of glory 
reaching high. 

Of genius great in minds of mor- 
tals born; 

But dearer than the glamour 
these unfold. 

The image of a friend that fails 
to die — 

The while the heart grows happy 
or forlorn. 

Dorris Davidson, ’25. 


Who said, “It ain’t going to 
rain no more.” 

* * * * 

We wonder why all of Knit 
Young’s poems are on girls! 

4c « « 

Hick Sawyer was heard inquir- 
ing about tickets to Detroit. 

♦ S|» « 

Aubrey Ball was caught in the 
act of selling nest eggs to his 
customers. 

(Continued on pasre 90.) 


THOMAS J. CRANCH 


VANDERBILT SERVICE SHOP 


Old M. B. A. Man 

With 

FINLEY’S SHOP 


CLEANING, PRESSING and BARBER SHOP 
1927 Broad St. P4ione Hem. 380 

Work Called For and Delivered 


Maxwell House Bldg. 


Nashville, Tenn. 
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THE OUTCASTS 

The flames rose high from the 
driftwood fire 

Lighting the faces of the men 
about, 

Ti^e outcast crew of a Southern 
isle, 

The men that were down and 
out. 

The scrapings of the Seven Seas 

Were gathered on that beach. 

Criminals, outcasi human wrecks. 

Keeping out of the law's long 
reach. 

There on the edge of the roaring 
sea. 

Lit by the flames of the outcast's 
lamp. 

Under the heavy shadowed pa!ms 

Stood the South Sea hoboes' 
camp. 

They were the wanderers of the 
earth. 

These men who had no home; 

And they sat in silence on the 
sands 

As the waves broke t pped with 
foam. 

The Southern moon rose from 
the sea 

Shedding her light on the crew. 

And the white stars came out one 
by one, 

'And silence fell with the dew. 

The crew had dwindled from ten 
to five. 

The better half had gone West. 

Two of the scoundrels killed each 
other. 

And drink and the devil did for 
the rest. 

James Ransom, '25. 


FEELIN'S 

When the spring is starting in. 
And old school is nearly out. 

And you've got the old spring 
fever 

And are lazying about, 

It's an aggravating circumstance 
When it rains most every day, 
And you're feeling dark and 
dreary 

And can't go out and play. 


You'd rather be most anywhere 
Than stay indoors and pout. 
And you'd give a million dollars 
If old Sol would just come out; 
And then you dream of summer 
With waters bright and warm. 
But looking through the window 
You see the cussed storm. 

And you turn then from the win- 
dow 

To a room all dark and dim. 

And again you see warm water 
And would die 'most for a swim; 
But you know that nothing's 
doing. 

So you give a sigh, “O, well!" 
And fellows, if you want advice. 
It makes you feel like . 

Moultrie Ball. '27. 

THE WHOLE WEEK 
THROUGH 

We like to start Monday fresh 
and new. 

With a lesson we studied the 
week-end through. 

Then Tuesday we find another 
one. 

That we tackle as soon as the 
first is done. 

On Wednesday comes the hardest 
of all. 

And we are sent to Professor 
Ball. 

Thursday finds us far down the 
list. 

And many questions have we 
missed. 

Friday reviews the work gone 
o'er. 

And we seek new thoughts not 
found before; 

So Friday gives us the finishing 
touch. 

And we are amazed we have 
learned so much. 

Saturday we welcome as the best, 
For we can work, or play, or rest. 
Then Sunday we get a little 
pleasure. 

Though thoughts of Monday 
make it narrow in measure. 

George Hunter, '25. 
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THE HERO 

The room was dark, and through 
the air 

The sound of steps upon the 
stair, 

For here there lay upon a bed 

One who for his cause had bled; 

And now the cause was won 
again 

And the world made safe for 
men. 

He who had striven for his kind 

Lay in darkness, almost blind. 

Pained and tortured by the scars 

Gained in the cause of the Stars 
and Bars. 

His young life slowly ebbing 
away 

The stalwart soldier silent lay 

And waited there^ for his life to 

SO 

Bit by bit, sure but slow; 

And the rest of the world was 
unaware 

Of the tortured man and h:s 
sightless stare. 

But the story is told and almost 
done 

For the soldier died ere the set 
of sun. 

And here again Death closed the 
play 

Claiming the hero's life that 
day. 

James Ransom, '25. 


AN EVENING 

Across the level meadow. 
Sailing low. 

Came without the slightest 
shadow 

Alone an ebon winged crow. 
Silently gliding 
Through the air. 

Evenly riding 
Without a care; 

Gradually rising 
Above the tree tops high. 

To disappear 
In the misty sky. 

I stood looking upward 
Into the vast gray dome. 

But the lone little wanderer 
To his home had flown. 

Wyatt Jacobs, '25. 

* « 41 

Piute Lusky in the country: 
“I say, which of these cows gives 
the buttermilk?" 

4« ♦ ♦ 

Hick Sawyer announces his ex- 
pressed intention to be a shep- 
herd. 

♦ • ♦ 4i 

Mr. Bang with the aid of 
Micky McGuire makes another 
big haul. 

4> 4e 4> 

Mr. Ball, in English: *^Has any- 
one a picture of Ed Young in his 
baseball uniform?" 

Someone: "Mary has, 'Fessor." 
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During the year just passed 
The Bulletin has received an un- 
usually varied group of papers. 
Some of the papers are published 
by schools of only a few hundred 
students, while others have come 
from some of the largest and 
best known schools in the coun- 
try. 

Many of the editors published 
their papers with the realization 
that people outside the school 
would read them and to some de- 
gree form their opinion of the 
school from the paper. As a re- 
sult of this publications were put 
out that could be readily enjoyed 
by any reader. Others ruined 
their chances of a real first-class 
paper by omitting the depart- 
ments of the paper that are read 
and enjoyed by people outside 
the school. 

Every school paper should be 
published with two things in 
view: First, that it provide in- 
terest and amusement to the stu- 
dent body, and second, that the 
average person outside the school 
can find material in it that will 
interest him. This second re- 
quirement, of course, cannot be 
accomplished by the publication 
of articles that relate entirely to 
the school. Stories, poems, jokes 
and editorials are essential to 
every first-class publication. 

The Bulletin wishes to ac- 
knowledge receipt of the follow- 
ing papers during the past year: 

The Volunteer, Peabody Dem- 
onstration School, Nashville, 
Tenn. 


The Cavalier, Castle Heights 
Military Academy, Lebanon, 
Tenn. 

The Weekly Junior, Ft. Worth 
Junior High School, Ft. Worth, 
Texas. 

The Columbia Jester, Colum- 
bia University, New York City. 

The Carpetbagger, Vanderbilt 
University, Nashville, Tenn. 

The Juggler, Notre Dame Uni- 
versity, Notre Dame, Ind. 

The Echo, Hume-Fogg High 
School, Nashville, Tenn. 

The Wallace World, Wallace 
University School, Nashville, 
Tenn. 

The Purple and White, Bran- 
ham & Hughes School, Spring 
Hill, Tenn. 

The Signal, Columbia High 
School, Columbia, Tenn. 

The Normalite, Middle Tennes- 
see State Normal, Murfreesboro- 
Tenn. 

The Delphian, Moses Brown 
School, Providence, R. I. 

The Bayonet, Tennessee Mili- 
tary Institute, Sweetwater, Tenn. 

The Hilltop, Gallatin Private 
Institute. Gallatin, Tenn. 

The Pine Branch, Georgia 
State Woman’s College, Valdosta, 
Ga. 

The Purple and Gold, Clarks- 
ville High School, Clarksville, 
Tenn. 

The Purple Parrot, Red Wing 
High School, Red Wing, Minn. 

The Wigwam, Yakima High 
School, Yakima, Wash. 

The Hyphen, Ward-Belmont 
College, Nashville, Tenn. 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


The Babbler, David Lipscomb 
College, Nashville, Tenn. 

The Cardinal, Mayfield High 
School, Mayfield, Ky. 

The Tattler, Boys^ High 
School, Atlanta, Ga. 

The N., C. &St. L. News Item, 
Nashville, Tenn. 

The Triangle, Peoples-Tucker 
School, Springfield, Tenn. 

The Scout, Danville Military 
Institute, Danville, Va. 

The Pegasus, Eureka College, 
Eureka, 111. 


The Come^, Grove High 
School, Paris, Tenn. 

The Oriflamme, St. CyriPs 
College High School, Chicago, 

The Sewanee Purple, Univer- 
sity of the South, Sewanee, 
Tenn. 

The Kemper New’s, Kemper 
Military School, Boonville, Mo. 

The Round Hillian, Round Hill 
Academy, Union Mills, N. C. 

Hi-Lights, Quill Club, Central 
High School, Murfreesboro, 
Tenn. 






WELCH’S BARBER SHOP 

For Those Who Are Particular 



Four First-GlasM Harbera 


IHih Near Broad 
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FOOTBALL SEASON OF 1923-24 

7 — Kirk Preps 0 

25 — Peoples-Tucker 0 

21 — Castle Heights 0 

14 — Peabody 14 

6 — Massey 3 

26 — Battle Ground 13 

0 — Morgan 19 

3 — Hume-Fogg Hi 0 

10 — Central Hi 7 

Total: M. B. A 112 — Opponents 56 

M. B. A. had a very successful season in football this 
past year. Starting the season with eleven letter men from 
the year before, Coach Sykes rapidly formed a squad which 
would have had the State championship if it had not been 
for the Morgan game. Although our team averaged only 
150 pounds, it was one of the best that M. B. A. has put 
out in recent years. 

The outstanding feature of the team was their unbeat- 
able fighting spirit. Before several of our games it seemed 
almost impossible for us to win, but in the end the Maroons 
won out in all except two games, a tie with Peabody, and 
our only defeat, the contest with Morgan. Coach Sykes 
certainly deserves a lot of praise for the wonderful eleven 
that he put out. 


M. B. A. 
M. B. A. 
M. B. A. 
M. B. A. 
M. B. A. 
M. B. A. 
M. B. A. 
M. B. A. 
M. B. A. 
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BASKETBALL SEASON OF 1923-24 


M. 

B. 

A. _ 

M. 

B. 

A. 

M. 

B. 

A. 

M. 

B. 

A. 

M. 

B. 

A. 

M. 

B. 

A. _ 

M. 

B. 

A. 

M. 

B. 

A. 

M. 

B. 

A. 

M. 

B. 

A. 

M. 

B. 

A. _ . 

M. 

B. 

A. 

M. 

B. 

A. . _ 

M. 

B. 

A. 

M. 

B. 

A. . _ . 

M. 

B. 

A ^ 

M. 

B. 

A. 

M. 

B. 

A. 

M. 

B. 

A. 

M. 

B. 

A. _ 

M. 

B. 

A. 

M. 

B. 

A. 

M. 

B. 

A. . 

Total : 

M. B. A. 


37 — ^Alumni 15 

33 — Paducah 43 

18 — Hume-Fogg 20 

26— B. G. A. 13 

17 — Central Hi 19 

29— Chapel Hill 28 

22 — ^Vandy Freshmen 21 

39 — Peabody 30 

26— Chapel Hill 18 

26— C. M. A. 16 

29— C. H. M. A 28 

36 — Hume-Fogg : 26 

47 — Peoples-Tucker 17 

43 — Peabody 25 

44 — Waverly, Ala. 21 

28 — Chambers County Hi 37 

68 — Central Hi 33 

41— B. G. A 39 

24 — Hume-Fogg 19 

2 — Union City (forfeit) 0 

23— C. H. M. A 13 

35 — Goodlettsville Hi 17 

20 — Chattanooga Hi 17 


.526 


Coach Emerson developed the best basketball squad ever 
turned out at M. B. A., losing only four out of twenty- 
three games — a remarkable record. Having only four let- 
ter men upon which to build a squad, he worked untiringly 
until at last he was awarded the State championship. It 
is hard to find a coach of Mr. Emerson’s worth. He was 
loved not only by his team, but also by the entire school. 

Looking back upon the past season, we wonder if we 
will ever have a team equal to the squad of 23-’24. It was 
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a most successful season — successful beyond our fondest 
hopes. 

For next year we have Roberts, Hardin, Brown, Kelly, 
Johnson and Blair back. 

With the departure of Captain Eaton this year, we will 
see an ideal player go, a player who has given his best in 
every minute of every game — one to whom his team-mates 
could look always for encouragement. He made an excel- 
lent captain, and we as a school do wish him every success 
in future years. 

At the annual banquet “Duck'' Roberts was elected 
captain, while “Chin" Johnson was chosen as manager. 

The following men received letters: Captain Eaton, 
center; Ed Young, guard; T. Roberts, forward; H. Reed, 
forward; C. Hardin, forward; H. Brown, guard; C. Kelly, 
guard; E. Johnson, guard; E. Blair, center. 




“A Flavor You Can’t Forget” 



IN THE “DOUBLE-BALL” BOTTLE 






BASKETBALL SQUAD, 1923-1924 
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BASEBALL SEASON OF 1923-24 


M. B. A., 16 ; Wallace, 3 

Montgomery Bell started off their baseball season with 
a bang, by winning over Wallace by the tune of 16 to 3. 
Ed Young and “Chile'' Hardin both pitched good ball, only 
eight hits being collected off the pair. Roberts, Early and 
Eaton were the hitting stars, each one getting a pair of 
hits. Roberts, Blair and Jones got home runs, Blair's com- 
ing with three men on. Lawrence pitched fair ball for 
Wallace, but his team-mates made eight errors behind him. 
Sheffer vras their hitting star, getting 3 hits out of 4 times 
at the bat. 

Batteries — M. B. A.: Young, Hardin and Murray. Wal- 
lace: Lawrence, Sharpe and Young. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

M. B. A., 7 ; Central Hi, 11 

The Academy nine next met defeat upon their own 
field by the score of 11 to 7. 

Central jumped into the lead in the second inning when 
Hardin hit Tucker, then Sullivan grounded out; but Hardy 
hit a double, scoring Tucker; Hawkins got another single, 
and then Greek struck out. Gupton scored both men when 
he hit a three-bagger into deep left field. 

M. B. A. scored two in their half with a three-bagger 
by Murray, a walk by Blair and an error by Greek. 

Central scored again in the third when two hits and 
three errors netted three runs. M. B. A. was unable to 
score until the fifth, when a walk, a two-base hit and a sac- 
rifice scored two more counters. The game finally ended 
after a very exciting ninth inning. 

Eaton, Murray and Keene were the hitting stars of M. 
B. A.; while Hawkins, Hardy and Ferguson hit best for 
Central. 
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M. B. A., 2; Peabody, 3 

M. B. A. was defeated for the second time of the season, 
when they met Peabody, by the score of 3 to 2. 

It was a pitcher's battle from start to finish, with Need- 
ham having the upper over Hightower, Peabody star 
twirler. 

M. B. A. scored first with two hits and a sacrifice hit. 
Peabody then scored in the fourth with an error and a hit. 
Needham was wild all the game, walking a man or two 
almost every inning, but in the pinches his team-mates gave 
him air-tight support in every stanza except the ninth, 
when Johnson's error lost the game. Hightower also pitch- 
ed winning balk striking out seven and walking only one 
man. 

Roberts and Eaton collected a pair of hits apiece ; while 
Neil, Baker, Dobson and Hirsig were the boys to collect 
safely for Peabody. 

Score by innings : 

R. H. E. 

Peabody 00010000 2 — 3 6 2 

M. B. A. 001 00010 0— 261 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

M. B. A., 10; B. G. A., 7 

The Maroons journeyed down to Franklin and defeated 
the B. G. A. nine by the tune of 10 to 7. 

Young who started pitching for us had a bad start and 
was relieved in the first after he had walked three men, 
hit one and allowed Davis to collect safely with one. Need- 
ham then relieved him and pitched air-tight ball from then 
until the end of the game. He struck out 16 men, walked 
only two, and allowed five hits. 

M. B. A. soon got on to Gordon's offerings and pounded 
him to all corners of the field, Eaton getting three hits, 
while “Bow" Murray got four, including a home run. Early 
had a perfect fielding day, handling four chances without a 
bobble. 
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Davis and Brown hit two each for B. G. A. Brown and 
Whitfield were their fielding stars. 

Score by innings: 


M. B. A. 30220000 3—10 

B. G. A. 50 101000 0—7 


☆ ☆ ☆ 

M. B. A., 8; Castle Heights, 5 

After defeating Wallace in a second game with that 
school by the score of 12 to 10, M. B. A. defeated Castle 
Heights by the tune of 8 to 5. 

The game started off as if the Heights' boys would 
pound Needham all over the park. But he settled down, 
and though he was hit hard, his support was excellent in 
the pinches. 

Heights scored first when hits by McCracken, Welch 
and Swift netted three runs . M. B. A. scored in the fifth 
and sixth with four hits and a walk and five hits and a 
walk. The Heights' nine were never able to bunch hits in 
any stanza save the first. 

Johnson and Young were the slugging pair for M. B. A. ; 
while McCracken, Swift and Eversole got two each for 
Heights. 

Score by innings: 

R. H. E. 

M. B. A. 00014300 X— 8 14 5 

Castle Heights _3000 1000 1— 5 10 1 

Batteries — M. B. A.: Needham and Murray. Heights: 
Swift, James and Baird. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

M. B. A., 5 ; Hume-Fogg, 2. 

M. B. A. defeated Hume-Fogg on the M. B. A. field by 
the score of 5 to 2. 

Needham, who was on the mound for M. B. A., was in 
super form, allowing only 5 scratch hits and striking out 
14. Never during the entire game was he in danger. On 
the other hand, Spain pitched fine ball and should have had 
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a closer score if it had not been for errors behind him. 
Needham’s support was perfect. Never had the Maroons 
been working smoother than on that day. 

We scored in the first with a hit batsman, a walk and 
a single. In the third inning three hits and a walk netted 
two runs, Murray Young and Blair getting the safeties. 
Again we scored in the fifth with a single, a triple and a 
sacrifice hit. 

Hume-Fogg obtained their runs in the fourth and fifth 
by two walks and three hits. 

The hitting stars for us were Hardin and Blair, while 
Early handled seven chances without an error. For Hume- 
Fogg, Johnson, Mitwede, Spain, Quick and Gotto were the 
lucky ones, while ‘‘Skeeter” Marlin played an excellent 
game at short. 

Score by innings: 

R. H. E. 

Hume-Fogg 0001 1000 0 — 2 5 2 

M. B. A. 10202000 X— 57 0 

Batteries — M. B, A.: Needham and Murray. Hume- 
Fogg: Spain and E. Mitwede. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

M. B. A., 5; Central Hi, 3 

The Academy nine journeyed out to Carney Field and 
defeated the Central Hi team by the score of 5 to 3. 

M. B. A. jumped into the lead at the very start and 
were never overcome. Hits by Eaton and Blair accounted 
for our first counter, while hits by Young and Hardin told 
for the one in the second. In the third and eighth we 
scored; and when in the ninth we were leading by one 
scant run, a hit by Sawyer made us a larger margin. 

Central scored in the first, sixth and fifth, on errors 
mostly. It was sweet revenge over our former defeat at 
their hands. Hawkins was pounded for ten safeties, while 
Hardin struck out eight and allowed only five hits. 

There were several arguments during the game over 
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decisions rendered by the umpire, but in the end he began 
to call them right. 

We made four errors, but most of them were caused 
by the slippery field. Hardin pitched a beautiful game, 
coming out of several holes that seemed impossible to es- 
cape from. 

Young and Hardin collected three each, while “Bow- 
Wow” Murray got a double. 

Greek and Hardy slugged best for Central. 

The line-up follows: 

M.B.A. Pos. AB R H PO A E 


Roberts ^8b) 

5 

1 

0 

4 

1 

1 

Johnson (\ f) 

- 5 

0 

1 

2 

1 

0 

Eaton (c f) 

4 

1 

1 

2 

0 

0 

Blair (2b> 

.. 4 

0 

1 

4 

2 

0 

Murray (c) 

4 

0 

1 

9 

2 

0 

Young (lb) _ 

4 

1 

2 

5 

0 

3 

Early (s s) _ __ 

3 

0 

0 

1 

3 

0 

Sawyer (r f) 

- 3 

2 

1 

0 

0 

0 

Hardin (p) 

- 3 

0 

3 

0 

4 

2 

Total 

_35 

5 

10 

27 

13 

6 

Central. Pos. 

AB 

R 

H 

PO 

A 

E 

Greek (s s) . 

1 

0 

1 

1 

1 

o 

Gupton f2h) 

- 4 

1 

0 

3 

1 

0 

Loser (3b) 

4 

1 

1 

1 

2 

0 

Ferguson (c) _ 

4 

0 

1 

8 

3 

1 

Hardy (r f) _ 


1 

1 

1 

0 

0 

Duncan H f) 

o 

0 

1 

0 

2 

0 

Tucker (c f) 

3 

0 

0 

2 

0 

0 

Sullivan (lb) _ 

— 3 

0 

0 

10 

0 

1 

Hawkins (p) 

4 

0 

o' 

0 

5 

0 

Sneed (s s) 

> 4 

0 

0 

1 

1 

0 

Paul (If) 


0 

0 

0 

0 

0 


Total 


35 3 5 27 13 4 
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M. B. A., 4; HUME-FOGG, 7 

M. B. A. met Hume-Fogg and were defeated on the 
Maroon's field by the score of 7 to 4. 

Hardin pitched excellent ball, but was given poor 
support by his teammates, who made five errors. 

The game started off like a pitcher's battle, M. B. A. 
scoring in the second by the hitting of Keene. Hume- 
Fogg ruined Hardin's game in the fourth with two walks 
and successive hits by Kirsch and McTigue. The up- 
town nine also scored three in the ninth on errors mostly. 

Hardin struck out ten men, while Spain whiffed 
eleven. Johnson collected two safeties, while Eaton 
Blair and Early used their hitting to advantage. 

For Hume-Fogg, Kirsch and Stockman hit two each 
safely. Spain also pitched a fine game, allowing but 
seven hits and walking two men. 

123456789 R.H. 

Hume-Fogg 00030100 3 — 7 7 

M. B. A. 01000111 0—4 8 

Batteries — M. B. A., Hardin and Glennon, Murray; 
Hume-Fogg, Spain and McTigue. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

M. B. A., 8; PEABODY, 4 

M. B. A. defeated Peabody in the second combat 
between the two schools by the score of 8 to 4. 

Needham was on the mound for us, while Hightower, 
star Peabody twirler, was on the mound for our op- 
ponents. 

The game started off in a whirlwind fashion, M. B. A. 
scoring two runs and Peabody one in the first inning. 
Our runs resulted from hits by Johnson and Hardin. We 
again scored in the third, making six tallies. Peabody 
got next to Nedham in the third from successive hits by 
Neil, Marks, Dodson, and Hightower. 

The game ended in the sixth when a down pour of 
rain made playing impossible. 
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Roberts, Johnson and Murray were our hitting stars. 

Score by innings: 

123456789 R. H. E. 

M. B. A. 206000xx x — 8 8 1 

Peabody 103000xx x — 4 6 2 

Batteries— M. B. A., Needham and Murray; Peabody, 
Hightower and Wise. 

☆ ☆ ☆ 

M. B. A., 11 ; Peoples-Tucker, 3 

The Maroons journeyed up to Springfield and defeated 
the Peoples-Tucker school by the score of 11 to 3. 

Hardin who was pitching for us struck out eleven 
men, did not walk a man, and allowed but three hits. 

The Maroons lit on the offerings of Barbee from the 
first inning and kept up continual hitting throughout the 
game. 

Blair, Eaton, Murray and Sawyer were the men who 
hit most for us. O. Geny, playing his first game with the 
regulars, also played a good game. 

Barbee, while not pitching such creditable ball, col- 
lected two safeties. 

Score by innings: 

123456789 R. H. E. 

M. B. A. 20100210 5 — 11 12 6 

P. T. 00000200 1 — 3 3 6 

Batteries — M. B. A., Hardin and Murray; Peoples 
Tucker, Barbee and Sloan. 

* * * 

Montgomery Bell had a very successful season in 
baseball this past year. While not having any straight 
claim on the city championship, we think that we have 
as much, if not a better claim, than any other school in 
the city. We played Peabody two games, also Central 
High and Hume-Fogg, winning one from each school. 
The Maroons tried to arrange other games with these 
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schools but owing to repeated rains it was impossible to 
do so. So as it stands the Maroons have as much of a 
claim as anybody else, and of the above named schools 
none has any ground upon which to claim a champion- 
ship. 

The Montgomery Bell nine won 16 and lost 6, which 
is one of the best seasons that we have had in recent 
years. 


Father: ‘‘Are you sure you love her?’’ 

He: “Often.”— Whirlwind. 

He « * 

Totsy: “Jane, do you know anything about the sun’s 
motions?” 

Jane Lloyd': “Sure. I stayed awake one entire night 
trying to figure it out, and finally the whole thing dawned 
on me.” — Hyphen. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

He: “I’d like to propose a little toast.” 

She: “Nothin’ doin’, kid; I want a regular meal.” — 
Mercury. 

♦ 

Tommie: “What’s a flapper?” 

Wop: “A flapper, my boy, is the latest style of a cig- 
arettte holder.” — Pickup. 


The Most Refresh- 
ing Drink in the 
World 



AT ALL STORES, 
CAFES AND STANDS 

5c BOTTLE 
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TENNIS TOURNAMENT 

In the tennis tournament that has been heM at the 
school this spring, the sets and the winners are as fol- 
lows: 

First Round 

Winner 

A. Todd vs. Stokes Stokes 

Bandy vs. Edwards, L. Edwards, L. 

Porter vs. Lusky Pointer 

Lowery vs. Weinberger Weinberger 

McEwen, J. vs. Steinhauer McEwen, J. 

Boulware vs. Jakes, R. Boulware 

Hussey vs. Sykes Sykes 

Roberts vs. Ransom Roberts 

Blair vs. Frost Frost 

Cole vs. Gross Gross 

Bracy vs. Ball, J. Ball, J. 

Rolfe vs. Moore — Rolfe 

Ball, M. vs. Mauldin Ball, M. 

Baker, L. vs. Hood Baker, L. 

Sawyer vs. Phillips, H. Phillips, H. 

Upper vs. Early Early 

Second Round 

Stokes vs. Edwards, L. Edwards, L. 

Porter vs. Weinberger Weinberger 

McEwen, J. vs. Boulware McEwen, J. 

Sykes vs. Roberts Roberts 

Frost vs. Gross Frost 

Ball, J. vs. Rolfe Rolfe 

Baker, L. vs. Ball, M. Ball, M. 

Phillips, H. vs. Early Early 


■ 
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Third Round 

Edward, L. vs. Weinberger Edwards, L. 

McEwen, J. vs. Roberts McEwen, J. 

Frost vs. Rolfe Frost 

Ball, M. vs. Early Early 

Fourth Round 

Edwards, L. vs. McEwen, J. McEwen, J. 

Frost vs. Early Early 

Finals 

Early vs. McEwen, J. McEwen, J. 


We wish to congratulate the winner of the tourna- 
ment. There has been some very good play shown on 
the courts. Tennis will undoubtedlly help the school a 
great deal and next year we hope to make it one of the 
established sports at the school. 

« « 3|C 

“To school ! To school !*’ 

Our aims were high. 

Oh, the knowledge we’d have 
When the year had gone by! 

The year has gone by — 

It is already June. 

How in the world 

Did it come round so soon? 

Somehow all the knowledge 
We’ve managed to gain 

Won’t pass the exams. 

So sing it again: 

“To school! To school!” 

The summer through 

To do the work 
We didn’t do ! 





i 
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ALUMNI 

(Continued from page 57.) 

Henry Lee Bledsoe, '22, has returned to Nashville 
after successfully completing his freshman year at the 
University of Tennessee. He says that Walter Lowe, '20, 
has been doing some unusually good work there in his 
junior year. 

* * ^ 

Brownlee Currey, ’19, is teller at the branch of the 
First Savings Bank and Trust Co. on West End Avenue. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Paul Stumb, '19, has an agency for Buick cars. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Richard Metcalf, '19, is studying in Berlin. 

♦ « 9|C 

Edward Glennon, ’21, has been elected assistant edi- 
tor of “The Commodore’’ at Vanderbilt. This means that 
he will certainly pass to the editorship in the year fol- 
lowing. During the present year the editorship of “The 
Commodore” has been in the hands of Merrill Moore, 
’20, who has given Vanderbilt the best and financially 
the most successful issue that has appeared in many 
years. Charles Moss, ’20, as editor of the Vanderbilt 
“Masquerader” has alsjo made this an interesting paper. 


My parents taught me not to smoke — I don’t. 
Nor listen to a naughty joke — I don’t. 

They make it clear j! mustn’t wink 
At pretty girls or "even think 
About intoxicating drink — I don’t. 

To dance or flirt is very wrong — I don’t. 

To kiss a girl — not even one; 

I do not know how it is done. 

You wouldn’t think I have much fun — I don’t. 

— Cavalier. 
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LOCALS 

(Continued from page 63.) 

The funniest things in school are some of the history 
exam, papers. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

We wish to commend the plan that the seniors of 
1924 have by which they intend to commemorate Rich- 
ard Lee Call, who would have graduated with this class. 
A bronze tablet with an inscription to this effect will be 
put up in the Honor Room by the seniors. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

A hobo was walking along the railroad track about 
nightfall when he came to a house. Being hungry, he 
went to the door, hat in hand, and asked an old lady in 
the kitchen for something to eat. Now this old lady 
heartily abhorred a man who wouldn’t work, so she said: 
‘‘There is some firewod and a saw. Cut that wood, and 
ril give you some supper.” 

Now this particular hobo was a tramp through and 
through, and so instinctively he abhorred work. He went 
slowly toward the woodpile and sat down. Then he took 
a piece of chalk from his pocket and wrote on the saw: 
“You can tell 'em that you saw me, but you didn't see 
me saw.'' Then he proceeded up the track. 

♦ ♦ * 

We wish to compliment “Slick” McEwen upon win- 
ning the tennis tournament. John Early deserves a full 
share of credit, too, as runner-up. 

♦ * « 

The more we sing, “It Ain’t Gonna Rain No More,’’ 
the wetter it gets. 

* « « 

He: “Why do girls want a shape like Venus?’’ 

She: “I do not know. Why?’’ 

He: “Because she made her way by the way she was 
made.’’ 
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Tve racked my brain to try to find 
Some locals that will do; 

Fve looked around, oh everywhere, 

And found but mighty few. 

Perhaps because the boys haven^t made such monkeys 
out of themselves this last term. 

4c « 

The baseball team has a novel summer experience 
ahead of it. It offered its services to Mr. Tom Joy to 
represent him and the Joy Floral Company in the city 
League. The offer was accepted. The season opens a 
few days after exams. 

4c 4c 4c 

The contests for the decdaimers' medals at com- 
mencement promise this year to be pretty spirited affairs. 

4c 4c 4c 

The Kappa Alpha Phi medal for English will this 
year be the subject of pretty lively competition. With 
the wide range of contributions to the Bulletin many 
ought to be able to take advantage of the three points’ 
margin that is allowed for contributions to the school 
paper. 

4c 4c 4c 

Keene : “It sure does cost money to keep a girl inter- 
ested. This year one has cost me a birthday present, a 
Christmas present, and here the other day a graduation 
present. I wonder what the next will be.” 

Bradford E. : “There’s no reason to wonder about 
that. It will be a wedding present. You’ve got the 
habit, but you’ll be cui-ed them, I reckon.” 

4c 4c 4c 

Bible: “By their fruits ye shall know them.” 

Revised: “By his feet you shall know him (Lusky).” 

4c 4c 4c 

We understand that Ball M. has accepted a position 
to do some tennis coaching this summer. We hear that 
there are several young ladies interested. 
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Young lady (at dance) to another: ‘‘Who is that boy 
you were just dancing with? Introduce him to me, will 
you?'’ 

First young lady (calling Steinhauer to her) : “Miss 
X, allow me to present the Prince of Whales." « 

♦ * ♦ 

Keene says that the ham sandwich furnished the 
team at Lebanon in the way of “local entertainment" was 
entirely too local. It didn’t cover enough ground. 

♦ * ♦ 

Mr. Cherry to Lusky (coming into Trig class late) : 
“Why are you late?" 

Lusky: “Well, sir, because I started late." 

Mr. Cherry: “Why didn’t you start early?" 

Lusky: “Well, because when I started it was too late 
to start early." 

He ♦ * 

There was a boy named Bandy; 

We always like to have him handy. 

But he did not like it very much ^ 

That he had “a skin you love to touch." 

♦ ♦ ♦ • 

“Sweetie" Reed says the reason he selected the side 
view for the senior group was his girl said that he looked 
like Valentino (behind the ears). 

* * * 

In spite of what the athletic editor says, to the local 
staff it looks as though we won the city championship in 
baseball as well as in football and basketball. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

The biggest fish in school — Jimmie Riddle. 

He 

Here’s to dear old M. B. A., 

The sebooL^vithout a peer. 

And that’s ttfe very reason 
That we love to come out here. 
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LIFE 

Life is dear to every one — 

Good or bad, old or young. 

There’s nothing gained that stands the test 
By following vice or an evil jest. 

So let us make a faithful fight 
To shun the wrong and do the right. 

Just set your foot upon the wrong, 

And hold it down; be brave and strong. 

There’s many a glittering thing of show 
Will cross our path as on we go; 

But just remember that we’re told, 

“All that glitters is not gold.” 

There’s many a thing that will mislead 
And make us do an evil deed. 

And then repentance for the wrong 
Is often bitter, often long. 

If we will weigh each glittering thing 
Which pain and grief and sorrow bring. 

We’ll find them wanting on the scale 
Which tells the truth and will not fail. 

So if we’ll always think and see 
What those things may really be. 

Then we’ll cease from war and strife 
And live a happy, peaceful life. 

Dean Bradford, ’24. 

N 

♦ * ♦ 

She slipped her arms around his neck and gazed shy- 
ly into his eyes. 

“John, dear,” she lisped softly. 

He did.— Hilltop. 

♦ * * 

Si: “How’s your son getting along in college, Hiram?” 
Hi: “Fine. He writes me he has joined the Glee 
Club.” 

Si: “M’m — a humorist, hey?” — Chaparral. 
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Clippings 

He: “I have some of King Tut’s coins.’’ 

She: ''That’s nothing; I have some of Adam’s chew- 
ing gum.” — Hyphen. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Dumb: "Electricity is a mighty deep subject.” 

Bell: "Yes, and think how many people make light 
of it/’— Hyphen. 

♦ « 4c 

A sign in city park: "We don’t mind you walking on 
the grass, but it dulls the blades.” — Whirlwind. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

"NOT SO GOOD.” 

"What’s the best way to teach a girl to swim?” 
"That’s easy. Put your arm around her waist and 
then gently take her left hand and — ” 

"But this girl is my sister.” 

"Aw, push her off the pier.” — Pickup. 

♦ 4c 4c 

PATHETIC. 

I stood on the bridge at midnight. 

The moon was beaming bright. 

But I didn’t enjoy the evening, 

’Cause I was alone that night. 

4c 4c 4c 

"Did Ann blush when her stocking came down at 
the dance?” 

"Weir I wasn’t noticing.” 

4c 4c 4c 

He' Please, Alice, don’t shimmie in here.” 

She: "I’m not. But please take your cold hand from 
my back.” — Pickup. 

4c 4c 4c 

She: "I’m having a new dress made, but my heart is 
not in it.” 

He: "Is it as low as that?” 
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Finis 

Everything must have an end; 

To this weVe come at last, 

To bid the Bulletin good-bye, 

For this school year is past. 

The time for us to go is near, 

So, friends, before we part, 

Let's wish the Class of '24 
The finest kind of start. 

Most of us will meet again. 

Though some, who as they go. 

Will leave this school so dear to them, 

With halting steps, and slow. 

Schoolmates, good-bye, and o'er the world 
E'en be you where you may, 

You'll ne'er forget the good old times 
We've had at M. B. A. 


John Ball, '24. 


‘' The Shop of Personal Service ' ’ 

There is a Difference in Having High-Class 
Operators Rework Your Old Shoes 

We Specialize in Finishing Your Old Shoes and 
Guarantee to Make Them as 
Good as New 

Use Our Service 

You Will Save Money 

You Will Enjoy Wearing Your 
Old Shoes 

Our Service is Efficient — The Cost is Nominal 

HALF SOLES RUBBER HEELS FULL SOLES 

Dancing Slippers Renewed-Suede Shoes Redyed 

We Will Tell You the Best Wai^ 

MODEL SHOE REBUUDERS 

517 CHURCH STREET waiter GOLPSTEi^pi^. PHONE MAIN 4417 


Cuts made by Gulbenk Engraving Co. 




WINDSOR PURE FLAVORING EXTRACTS 


COMPLIMENTS 

THE FENTRESS COAL CO. 


Makers of Last Year’s M. B. A. 
Rings and Pins 

N. B. SHYER 

JEWELER 

245 Fourth Avenue, North 


A.J.THUSS 

Photoqrapher 

230 Ave..nJ NasmviileJenn. Jf 


L.T. LEWIS & SON 

Bnck Manufacturers 

Dealers in 

BUILDING SUPPLIES 


**Where Quality and Service Predominate” 

FIVE POINTS DRUG CO. 

BROOKS AND MANSFIELD, Props. 

DRUGS, SODAS, CIGARS AND CANDY 

1600 West End Ave. Hemlock 2495 


ENDICOTT-JOHNSON 
SHOE STORE 

Better Shoes for Less Monep 
Popular Prices 
7 Fifth Avenue, North 


LIBERTY MILLS 

DAUNTLESS FLOUR 

For Those Who Care for Qualitg 


Everything for Boys 'and Young Men 


THE BOY’S SHOP 

34-36 ARCADE 


COMPLETE SPORTING 
GOODS DEPT. UP-TO- 
DATE YOUNG MEN’S 
DEPARTMENT 



LEADING 
CLOTHIERS 
SINCE 1843 


RENT-A-FOHD COMPANY 

Oriye it Yourself— Pay By the Iflile 

CIIAS. .1. SANDERS. Manafier 

Fifth Ave. at Deaderick, Combs Bldg., Phone M. 2013 Eighth Ave. at Commerce, Phone M. 5710 




